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CHAPTER I. 



ERHAPS it was six o'clock in the 
morning, perhaps seven: the sun 
was shining brightly. It woke me. 
I sat up in the solitary compariimento 
where I had passed the night coming 
from Rome to Bari and Taranto, 
down the coast line of Calabria, rubbed my 
eyes, dashed down the window, and looked out. 
Was it clouds? Or a mirage ? A dream ? Or 
a vision of that paradise to which all good people 
are hastening ? Ah ! let me gaze at it before it 
melts away ! 

That an3rthing so lovely could be real, never 
came into my head ! 

Across the sparkling sea, some twenty miles 
ahead, the island of Sicily rises before me, purple 
and blue and opaline, shaded in tints no human 
hand can paint, a stupendous mass of piled-up 
mountains, sweeping down in heavenly lines to 
meet the azure sea. Nothing but mountains, not 
a span of level land, with Etna throned \tv*Ave.\A.\ie. 
sky — a dome of dazzling snow , to"«ei\tv^ ai^a-vaiSi- 

fio. I. 2 



2 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

Along the golden sand, just tipped with creamy 
surf, town after town, village, burg, and tower; 
bluff, cape, and castle-topped headland; rocky 
promontory, bay, and bight, come gradually into 
view like a procession. To each curve of the 
beauteous coast answers an echoing curve of 
beauteous sea, spread over with masses of flitting 
light and shade, soft morning mist and purple 
mysteries lingering from night. A hundred arcs 
answer to a hundred indentations and wide sweeps ; 
rocky barriers break into needle points, and there 
are broad forelands of rich and glowing hues, 
brown, porphyry-red, and sage. 

Weary as I am after nearly forty hours' con- 
tinuous travelling, I mentally decide that I would 
willingly perform the distance twice over to behold 
such a sight. 

At this moment we are slowly steaming along 
the sandy coast of Eastern Calabria, amid an 
undergrowth of cactus and tamarisk, close to the 
sea. As each moment brings me nearer, the 
more does the beauty of that Sicilian shore grow 
upon me. Where the gods lived and walked like 
men, cannot surely be a mere work- a- day world 
like any other. Sorrow and pain and death can 
never enter this island of the blest, as fresh and 
fair and young as when Proserpine gathered 
flowers in Enna*s perfumed woods, and Ceres lit 
her torch at Etna's cone. 

The clearness of the air, the brilliancy of hues, 
the ever-changing form of that Neptunian chain — 
Poseidon's mountains, with their mysteries of rift 
and fissure, Cyclops-haunted cave, and Nereid- 
dwelling grotto ; the great volcano opposite, with 
its familiar memories of Ulysses and his fleet; 
iEneas, Empedocles, the giant Enceladus — ah ! 
who can paint it ? * 

J hate my pen for being so incapable. 
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I would fly with the wind to be across, but on 
this side, at all events, I am in a prosaic world. 

Our train, as if weary of its long journey, is 
horribly deliberate ; it stops at every miserable 
little station, and creaks and groans through many 
a rocky tunnel, from which it is a blessing to 
escape, and have a fresh peep at Sicily. 

Pallizzi, Bova, Salini, Lazzaro, Pellaro, San 
Gregorio (Hercules must have had " a bad time 
of it," driving those wilful cattle of Geryon*s along 
this weary shore), the best but dirty villages, 
sometimes only one house — when will it end ? 

Elysium is in front, and we are dawdling on in 
an earthly purgatory of ugliness ! 

We pass Pentedattilo, the station below, the 
town poised aloft on a dolomitic rock, shooting 
upwards like the pointed fingers of a hand, the 
houses nestling in the slits ; then we glide among 
prickly pear hedges and yuccas: exotic flowers 
flash out on the red earth, and glossy thickets of 
orange and citron shut out the sea, over which the 
purple mountains of Sicily rise sweetly. 

This Calabrian coast seems to be riming itself 
to meet its beautiful island - neighbour, as they 
draw nearer to each other. Olive trees come flut- 
tering down from the hard-lined rocks, umbrageous 
carobbias throw a sombre gloom, aloes stand forth 
in dignified reserve, and a palm, here and there, 
raises its rounded head. 

The scent of some late-blooming jessamine is in 
the air, and the fiery globes of the pomegranate 
light up the groves. Behind frown the dark flanks 
of Aspromonte, where Garibaldi lay wounded on 
the mountain-side, to the eternal shame of Italy ! 

But what matters Aspromonte — a sturdy, ilex- 
planted mountain ridge, running like a backbone 
through the centre of the Calabrias — or Garib-ai^ix^ 
or patriotism, or anything, mlVi eoXx^xvcvcv^^ l-a-^x- 

2* 
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tastic Sicily dazzling my eyes in front ? Sicily 
bathed in the morning sunshine, the golden lights 
playing upon peak, ravine, and cliff, and the eleven 
thousand feet of Etna glistening like some huge 
diamond set in blue 1 Shall I ever get to Reggio ? 
Shall I ever see Messina ? 

I cannot look down the Straits, there are so 
many curves, and capes, and bays; but I can 
guess where the harbour of Messina must be — hid 
behind the arm of a sweeping promontory ahead — 
and I feel that the sight of a city would give just 
that touch of human interest wanting in this scene 
of vague delight. 

My eyes becoming accustomed to the glittering 
island before me, I see that where Etna uprises 
above the Cape of Passaro, running out in one 
long continuous line into the sea, all other moun- 
tains shrink back abashed; that its base is so 
enormous — (a hundred miles) — it detracts from its 
height ; that the side nearest me, the poetic side 
of the Cyclops, Odysseus, and iEneas (^Eneas 
was more fortunate than I, for he saw the Cyclops 
fighting on the shore as he sailed by), forms the 
horn of the Bay of Catania ; that there is not the 
smallest vestige of smoke, and that, but for the 
depression of a well-marked crater, three miles 
round, one would only think it, of all mountains, 
the most grave and impassive. 

By- and -by, running in nearer to the Sicilian 
shore, the Straits narrow into the semblance of an 
elongated lake, the grand range of the Taurus 
(Neptunian) mountains, topped by Monte Venere 
over Taormina, heaped pile upon pile, shuts out 
the outline of Etna, and nearer heights, jagged, 
peaked, and indented, press forward to take their 
place. I can just make out the faint blue line of 
Cape Schiso, the southern extremity of what once 
was ancient Naxos, the first Greek gettleinept in 
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Sicily, and that must be Portus Ulyssis under Aci ; 
but there is such a confusion of beautiful headlands 
and promontories, that I know nothing surely. 

** Shall we ever get to Reggio ? " I ask the 
question of a swarthy guard. He does not answer 
me. 

The train is lingering at one of those endless 
little stations, for no purpose, apparently, but to 
allow this individual to fondle a dog, evidently 
alive to the dangers of his position as a dog upon 
the rail. 

The guard is trying his best to tempt him for- 
ward on the line, but no coaxing will induce the 
animal to stir an inch beyond a certain limit of 
self-imposed boundary he, in his canine wisdom, 
has proposed to himself — a very sage among dogs ! 

He is old and ugly, but cutCy and with a beseech- 
ing eye turned upon passengers, as for a chance 
crumb, which not getting, he retreats to the plat- 
form with the extremest care, always on the pre- 
scribed line, crestfallen though affectionate. 

Now, without seeing a single house, we creak 
into a bare, dusty barn. 

This is the station of Reggio. I look at my 
watch. I have been in the train for forty hours, 
starting from Rome to Caserta the night before 
last. 
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CHAPTER II. 



ES, there is Messina, Portae Siciliae, 
across the Fretum Siculiim ! 

Not straight across, after all, the 
ancient Zancle, but just a little to 
the right of Reggio, towards the 
other end 6f the channel at Faro 
(Pelorus). And there, too, puffing away beside 
the Reggian mole, is Florio's tiny steamer, which 
is to ferry us four miles across. 

If I say that Messina is a jewel worthy of its 
setting, and that I find it capable of giving that 
last touch of human interest to the vague delight 
of those bewildering mountains which have mad- 
dened me with their beauty since early morning, 
will you understand me ? 

Throned against a perpendicular background of 
many-tinted heights, Messina sits like a queen, 
her white robes sweeping to the sea. Never was 
a city so exquisitely poised between earth and sky 1 
On a narrow strait between two great seas, her 
lines of endless quays, bordered by snowy palaces ; 
her sickle-shaped harbour, with its far- stretching 
arm and castle of defence (the sun bringing out 
every detail, as though it prized each particular 
stone); the exquisite vista down the straits; on 
one side the shelving terraces of the Calabrian 
mountains, melting off into harmonious waves of 
cape and bay; the Castle of Scylla, on the summit 
of a nigged bluff; the sandy point of Faro, and 
its lighthouse, midway in the straits (both point 
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and lighthouse seem to touch the mainland, and 
to landlock the straits, but in reality the channel 
there is two miles across) ; on the other side, low- 
lying Charybdis and a range of purple mountains 
— all make a picture so perfect, so exquisite in 
itself, I sigh to think that Sicily has a history ! 

And such a history! Gods and demi-gods, 
heroes and nymphs, Nereids and Cyclopes, Sican- 
ians, Siculians, Phenicians, and Greeks, invaders 
from every land, conquerors from every shore — 
in all ages, since all time — a weight felt as of use- 
less knowledge while gazing on these enchanting 
shores ! , 

How delicious it would be to have nothing to 
chronicle but the land itself ! To paint the play 
of sunshine on palmetto- clothed heights, the beds 
of sea-pinks fluttering to the light, the foam of 
white sea -surf dashing against lava -cliffs, the 
warm shadows slanting across vine pergolas, the 
deep blue tinting in the bosom of the hills, and 
ever -varying mountain lines wandering heaven- 
wards I 

These are my thoughts, standing on the quay 
at Reggio, while my maid (surnamed the Furiosa, 
from certain marked peculiarities of temper) mar- 
shals the luggage into a tossing boat whicn is to 
convey passengers aboard Florio's steamer, tossing 
at anchor. 

The warm air beating on my face, the straits 
sparkling and glittering with white-tipped waves, 
the bulging lateen-sails of the fishing-boats flying 
by, the merchant vessels and large steamers from 
Naples, Malta, and Taranto rolling in the trough 
of the waves, the yachts that toss and plunge like 
water -fowl, the murmur of the water lapping 
against the quay, the hoarse cries of the boatmen, 
the snatch of a tune whistled by a bo^,\.Vve.NQv^^^ 
of the passengers — some in, some o\i\. oi >i}cv^\i<^'2^ 
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— all come to me with a triumphant sense that 
Sicily is no longer a mj-th, a shadow ; that it lies 
before me there — my on/n, my very ovm — Beautiful, 
Unknown, Perilous, Enticing ! 

Of Reggio, ancient Rhegium, I can tell you but 
little. I had no eyes for anything but Sicily. It 
was first colonised from mother Greece, then from 
Zancle (Messina), just as Messina was colonised 
from Grecian Naxos (these colonial Greeks soon 
understood the advantage of quiet neighbours of 
their own flesh and blood). 

From all time, Zancle and Rhegium have stared 
at each other across the straits, dissevered in 
history, in epochs, in feeling. Rhegium was, as it 
were, the portal of Sicily; races and nations 
entered there, but passed on as I do, which takes 
all permanent interest from it. 

Modern Reggio is a flat, uninteresting, dirty 
little town, without a vestige of its great antiquity. 
One long, rattling street begins at the straits, and 
ends vaguely in the prospect of a bare -flanked 
mountain. The dust is intolerable; the people are 
half- naked, insolent and ugly. 

What we went through, Furiosa and I, in our 
passage to the steamer, with the ancient mariners 
of Reggio ; how they cursed and bellowed at us, 
and dived wildly among our boxes ; how Furiosa, 
developing her characteristic gifts, got all on end 
like bristles, gave it them back again, rescued the 
boxes, screamed in Teutonic Italian, and finally 
prevailed in paying what she chose — their hungry, 
brown fingers almost tearing the paper money from 
her hand; how, the bargain once made, the ancient 
mariners quieted down, and conversed with us 
quite affably, as they dug their awkward oars into 
the waves ; and how we finally landed on the deck 
of the tiny steamer — I shall not further say. 

St. Paul did quite right "to fetch a compass and 



DIARY 01? AN IDLE WOMAN IN §ICILV. g 

sail from Rhegium." I follow his example. As a 
great historic centre, where the annals of Greece, 
Rome, Byzantium, Arragon, and Naples meet, 
clash, and separate, I must often refer to it ; other- 
wise, I personally wipe out Reggio altogether, as 
the earthquakes have done so often. 

I had a letter for the Prefect in my pocket, but 
I would not have delivered it, or done anything to 
lengthen my stay, for the world ; so, with, my face 
steadily fixed on Sicily, I go forward. 



CHAPTER III. 

Queen Messina — The Sickle Harbour — Earthly Birth — Per- 
fidious City — Dionysius, Timoleon, and Agathocles — 
The Sons of Mars — Hiero and Rome — Saracens and 
Normans — Cceur de Lion — Charles of Anjou — Where 
are your Lovers now ? — Peter of Arragon — Wrinkles on 
your Brow — The Grand Monarque — Garibaldi. 

L O R I O * S little steamer rocks and 
heaves. These straits are a minia- 
ture edition of our Channel — the same 
strong currents, the same rocky bot- 
tom, the same massed -up ocean at 
either end, struggling to get free. A 
cat does not hate the sight of water more than 
1 ; nevertheless, on this occasion I waive my 
antipathy and stay on deck, for there before me 
is Messina. 

Majestic avenues of white palaces rise above the 
waves, and long lines of snowy quays, broken by 
wide flights of steps, now detach themselves from 
the mass. There are noble arcades and broad 
spanning arches, fountains and statues and balus- 
trades. Gay villas and dainty pavilions p^e.^ owN. 
like gaudy flowers among the hills, and a Nqox\^ oJi 




10 DIARY 01? AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

blackening masts bristle within the spacious har- 
bour, bounded by the low green banks of the 
sickle barrier ; arsenal, lazaretto, and citadel are 
within this curve, of which the castle of Sari 
Salvador guards the narrow entrance. I seem to 
touch it with my finger. 

Etna is there — to my right, towering high amid 
a magnificent panorama of mountain. To my left, 
low down, lies Faro, and the point of Pelorus, the 
narrow mouth of the straits ; the boundless ocean 
beyond, and a world of ruddy cliffs and hills, 
gorges and valleys, on the Calabrian Apennines 
behind. 

Very beautiful you are, Messina, looking out 
over the sea, with that fair white face ; the poetic 
lines of your mountains draping around you ; the 
azure straits gliding past you in homage, and 
bringing the world's treasures to your feet : very 
beautiful, but false and fickle, and cowardly in all 
the phases of your history; a ready victim to 
every invader, a facile prey, ever siding with the 
strongest ! 

When Kronos, father of Demeter, ruled in 
Sicily, he dropped his sickle upon the waters, 
from his home on the crown of the Pelorian 
mountains, and named you Zancle ! 

Straightway your harbour took the curved form 
it bears. 

Later on, came Orion, a mighty hunter imported 
from the east. Gigantic, bold, a kind of Phenician 
Nimrod, dwelling like Kronos on mountain tops, 
Orion, architect as well as hunter, built and 
strengthened your walls, and fortified your sickle- 
harbour. 

Such is your mythic origin, queenly Messina. 

The history of your earthly birth is not so cl6ar 
as that of your neighbours, Catania, Leontini or 
Syracuse, It is said that the Chalcydian Greeks 
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from Eubcea, in the Archipelago, settled on the 
gold-rimmed bay of Naxos, near Taormina, sent 
out a colony to people you. Strabo calls you "an 
ofF-shoot from Naxos," though you have lost every 
vestige of classic origin, except the soft Greek 
name you bear. Others say that Greeks from 
Ionia and Samos were your godfathers. But call 
you by whatever name you please — Zancle, Mes- 
sina, or Messana — you never knew what freedom 
meant, nor honour. 

Greek as you were, you betrayed your Grecian 
brethren in the great struggle between Athens and 
Syracuse, when Rhegium was faithful. And then 
again your servile temper showed itself with the 
Carthaginians, when, spite of Orion's strong walls 
and dykes, and your noble harbour of defence, 
you permitted Himilcon to win you without a 
struggle. 

Next comes the turn of Dionysius, the Syra- 
cusan tyrant, who drove out Himilcon and saved 
Sicily. For this service, you, Messina, unable to 
defend yourself, owe to Dionysius — not otherwise 
a humane character — a second birth. 

But after Dionysius, you again fall, pusillani- 
mous Beauty, and become the prey of other 
Carthaginians ; until Timoleon, the Corinthian, 
drove them out, as he drove them out at Syracuse. 

Next in order arrive those sons of Mars, the 
Mamertines (from Mamertium, the present Oppido 
in the Gulf of Gioia, beyond the Cape of Faro), 
mercenaries and robbers, called into Sicily by the 
endless wars. 

These Mamertines visit Messina on their return 
to the mainland as frieitds ; as friends they plunder 
what Agathocles had left ; as friends they murder 
the men, and dishonour their wives and daughters. 

A very woman in submission, Messina bo^w^Vv^x 
head and bears it ; nay, so deep is her degta.^a.\!\o^\^ 
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that, without striking a blow in her own defence, 
she allows these ignoble pirates to blot out even 
her very name, and, as she changed from Zancle 
to Grecian Messina, now she becomes Mamertina ! 

But not for long. Beauty such as yours, Mes- 
sina, commands protectors ! 

Sailing round the Cape of Pachyrus (Passaro), 
under Etna's shadow, comes help from Syracuse, 
in the person of Hiero ! 

For a brief space, Hiero fills the oft-changing 
foreground of your many-hued shore, defeats the 
Mamertines, who call out wildly — some on Rome, 
some on Carthage — for help, then disappear from 
the historic scene, they, and the new name they 
gave you. 

Again you are Grecian Messina, sumamed the 
Beautiful ! 

Now this Hiero, who drives out the Mamertines, 
is both virtuous and merciful, according to the 
standard of that day. He rules you, Messina, 
justly but sternly, knowing your fickle mind. 

Was ever such a helpless, changeful city ? Tired 
of Hiero, she calls Imperial Rome to Sicily. 

Rome answers to the call, without inquiry into 
motives, ^11 too willingly. Generals, and consuls,* 
and praetors, with train of triremes and legions, 
quinqueremes and transports, come bustling across 
the straits. 

If Grecian Helen was accursed by gods and 
men for causing the fall of Troy, what do you 
merit, selfish Messina, for this bringing in of 
Rome ? By the Punic wars you caused more 
sieges, massacres, invasions and carnage than fifty 
Grecian Helens. 

Timoleon, Agathocles, Dionysius, the ignoble 
Mamertines, Hiero of Syracuse, Carthage, or 
Rome, it is all the same to you, Messina. 

The great Pompey passed by in the civil wars 
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with Caesar, and admired you ; apd Octavianus, 
and Pompey's son, Sextus Pompeius, caressed 
you. But there is little more to tell worthy of 
record, except that you kept your lovely person 
safe, by submitting in turn to every master 1 

Again you bend your fair neck, in the ninth 
century, to the Saracens ; sovereigns at Palermo 
and Syracuse, careering, like their progenitors the 
Carthaginians, unchecked over the Tyrrhenian 
seas, now that the Empire of Rome and Eastern 
Rome (Bysantium) have ceased to rule the West. 

The Saracens are strong enough to hold you 
firmly and long — ^too long, indeed, to suit your 
disposition. Tired of Saracen, Arab, and Moor 
(all notes of the same chord), again you raise your 
white head over the mountain-tops, and this time 
call upon a new nation, the Normans, to come in. 

The Normans are a romantic fashion of men, 
chestnut-haired, fair-skinned, and blue-eyed ; very 
brave and bold, robbers and buccaneers to a man, 
if truth be told, yet with a fine sense of justice, 
honour and mercy; altogether a band of light- 
handed, easy-going young knights, with no great 
sense of the distinction of meum and tuum, but 
carrying a clear certificate of good work done : 
first, as pirates in France, then as robbers in 
Apulia ; later, mercenaries at Salerno, Capua, and 
Naples ; and now, after incredible luck, rulers in 
the two Calabrias and the Abruzzi. 

After all, Messina, you were monstrously un- 
grateful. You were very well treated by the 
Saracens, a much more civilised race than the 
Normans, with laws, science, and arts — poetic 
in speech, graceful in manners, refined in habits. 
It was but a dirty trick to call in secretly those 
wild-riding young Northmen — marauders all ; but 
with a romantic halo round their Gallic name of 
Hauteyille, fejt in all history. 
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Che vuole? It is Messina's way to be treach- 
erous. She welcomes with rapture a new mastei 
— a master and a lover ; for Roger declares, when 
he has won the city, that he loves it, and will hold 
it to the end — he and his race for ever ! 

As time progresses, the Normans go the way oi 
all flesh — Tancred, and William, and Frederic II., 
and last of all, Manfred, at the fatal bridge oi 
Benevento. 

Instead of their handsome, fair faces, flowing 
hair, and ready arms for every deed of knightl); 
valour, Charles of Anjou comes from Provence, 
dark, thin, and hollow- cheeked. Charles is brother 
of Saint Louis, King of France ; no saint, indeed, 
himself, but a man of steel, with heart of bronze ; 
avaricious, revengeful, cruel, blasting, as with a 
curse, each land he touches. How Charles tram- 
ples on Sicily with iron heel, and especially 
tramples on you, voluptuous Queen, throned on 
your golden shore, is too long for me to tell. 

Once, and once only, you defend yourself. It is 
against this terrible enemy ; and it must be con- 
fessed you do it well. Your very women mount 
the walls to fight ! 

But, Charles repulsed, you soon fall back into 
your luxurious beauty- airs, under the southern 
sun, which makes his home with you, and prepare 
to receive a Spanish master, Peter of Arragon. 

Messina — Lady ! as I see you now from the deck 
of Florio's steamer, you are as fair as ever. The 
lapse of ages has not withered your grand face, 
nor perpetual servitude soiled the enchanting 
colours that mark you Beautiful among cities. 
Yet there are signs of conquest on your broad, 
white brow, wrinkles, one may say, upon the 
surface of your walls (a mosaic, of Phenician, 
Carthaginian, Roman, Saracen, and Norman, 
rising black upon your hills). The Emperor 
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Charles V., one of j^our many masters, riveted 
and strengthened them. Those round towers, too, 
Rocca Guelfonia, for instance, half Carthaginian, 
half Roman (we will call it a mole upon your 
blooming cheek), catch my eye as I near the 
harbour. The Bastione Vittoria, too, a huge ex- 
cresence, projecting forward on a red-tinted rock, 
marks an ugly scar upon your marble throat, 
inflicted during the siege of your bitter enemy, 
Charles of Anjou ; and half a mile distant, through 
orange orchards and hanging vineyards, I can see 
the bastion of Don Blasco, some Spanish governor, 
who died and also left his mark. 

Monte GrifFone, another fortress, calls Richard 
Coeur de Lion father. Castle Gonzaga, on a 
wooded per.k, is a further Spanish souvenir of 
possession, like a link upon a chain. Spanish, 
too, the Citadel of San Salvatofe, down in the 
harbour — a fell device of sternest rock and stone, 
to hold you captive, fairest of vassals ! 

For, be it known, seductive Queen, your wiles 
and arts for alluring men and nations continued 
down to a late period ! 

Your last victim, pompous, bewigged old Louis 
XIV. How you fascinated him in his old age, 
who can tell ? 

Spite of earthquakes and pestilence — (the earth- 
quakes must have maintained you in perpetual 
youth, for you have renewed yourself each time 
they have destroyed you) — you call the ** Grand 
Monarque " to your shores, to aid you against 
Naples, and trim your palace homes, and don 
your sweetest smiles to meet him. But either 
Louis* hands are full of Spanish Successions, or 
Edicts of Nantes, or Jesuits, or Madame de Main- 
tenon, or he is ashamed, at his age, to figure side 
by side with you, venal, tempting Messina ! — and 
be does not come ! 
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So you have to put up with Neapolitan tyrants, 
in the shape of governors, who are rude and 
coarse, and gag and bind you with sharp-outting 
cords and chains, and' score your royal form with 
walls and towers, until your cowardly heart is 
welt- nigh broken. 

Last of all in the list of your conquerors comes 
Don Quixote Garibaldi, with his red shirt, step- 
ping down over the Pelorian mountains, from 
Calatafimi and Marsala, in th5 west. 

Garibaldi, a grave man, unfit to dally with a 
siren such as you, unites you in lawful nirirnage 
with Victor Emanuel, first King of United Italy. 
On the marriage ring is marked " Liberty ! " Let 
us hope you will keep it unbroken ! 



CHAPTER IV. 

Land Pirates— Fight for Luggage— Walls of Golden Sun- 
shine — Furiosa and the Facchini — Myself a Prisoner — 
Gallant Rescue. 

< the time of the Renaissance, a 
strong-minded woman, "such as 
honour," was called a virago. 
iNow, unless you feel within you the 
makings of a virago — take my advice 
— do not venture alone to Sicily. 
Hunger, ignorance, swarthy skins, volubility, 
savage familiarity, a minimum of clothes and a. 
maximum of gesture, dirt, noise, and fleas, an- 
nounce the sunny south, all the world over. 

But on arriving at Messina I found all this 
exaggerated. For a moment I thought Florio's 
little steamer was boarded by a band of pirates. 
Qver tho aides came ragged men, clustering as 
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thick as bees, large-eyed, shock-headed, fierce, 
casting their brown limbs about, like branches 
swept by storms. 

In an instant we were engaged in a free fight : 
Furiosa charging valiantly in front, over our boxes 
(the average is four men to each box); I in the 
rear, defending the shawls and the bags. 

Screams, oaths, threats from the passengers; 
grappling hands and menaces from the pirates. 

Not a guardia publica in sight. They never 
are. They might be ** compromised," so prudently 
retire. 

We make a gallant defence, Furiosa and I, but 
are ignominiously defeated ; and behold our lug- 
gage, hoisted pell-mell on the shoulders of our in- 
vaders, disappear down the side of the steamer. 

How everything in the struggle did not go over 
into the water, and we after it, I cannot under- 
stand. By some miracle, in a wild chorus of yells 
and howls, I find myself in the same boat with my 
excited maid and our luggage, in company with 
two dark grinning boatmen, triumphantly swaying 
to and fro on their naked feet, as they row us 
rapidly towards the quay. Arrived before what, in 
the hurry and the dazzle of the moment, seemed to 
me walls of golden sunshine, I find a fresh crowd, 
gesticulating, naked, and audacious, stretching 
out broad arms to receive us. These again fall 
upon the luggage by right of custom — they are 
facchini. The pirates offer no resistance. When 
we left the steamer we belonged to them. Now 
we are the lawful prey of the land-sharks. 

I should mention that the distance from the 
steamer to the quay might occupy in time two 
minutes. The hotel, I learn, is one of the marble 
palaces dazzling my eyes across the road. 

Now is it that Furiosa merits her name and 
covers herself with glory. 

va.1, 3 
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On the summit of the broad marble steps she 
stands, a thin diminutive figure, with colourless 
face and imperceptible hair, midway between two 
opposing forces — ^the pirates behind in the boat, 
the facchini in front, on the steps, swooping down 
over our two modest little boxes. The pirates 
roar for pay, leaning over the boat - side ; the 
facchini, a dozen hands at least, recruited by some 
sepia - coloured boys and a tall, classic - nosed 
woman, with a coloured cloth folded upon her 
head, raise the boxes in the air, and clamour for 
pay also. Quite unmoved, Furiosa unclasps the 
money-bag she wears round her waist, and pre- 
sents the pirates with fourpence. Shrieks, howls, 
and groans 1 

**Not a centesimo more!" cries Furiosa, shut- 
ting up her thin lips and the clasp of the money- 
bag like a vice ; ** and as for you," she continues, 
with the most perfect calm, addressing the dozen 
facchini who have managed to lade themselves 
with our two boxes, ** I choose two." Here she 
touches a sort of Ethiop with no hair, and an 
eager-eyed creature, who looks as if he had not 
tasted tood for a week. "Now avanti. Take up 
these two boxes and follow me." 

This coup-de-main carries us on to the quay. I 
perceive already a good deal of bounce about these 
ferocious islanders ; also an abject surrender to 
any show of authority; and as I see Furiosa 
disappear in a pell-mell of sailors, porters, and 
swarthy boys, in the direction of the hotel, I con- 
ceive a contempt for Sicilian bravura, that time 
and experience only strengthen. 

Being on the subject, let me note that, arrived 
in our apartment, I underwent a formal siege on 
the part of the two facchini. Naturally, as they 
bore the boxes on their backs into the room, they 
effected that which is most important in all sieges 
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— an entrance. This advantage they preserved 
doggedly. To look at, they were two as disgusting 
facchini as I ever beheld: on their naked feet 
they took up their position. 

Nothing would move them. Furiosa would have 
died rather than have given them one farthing more 
than the tariff due for crossing the road. They on 
their part showed every inclination to starve us out, 
if they did not get more. And I was so hungry ! 

I implored Furiosa to give them what they 
wanted. ** No ! '* and she tossed her flaxen curls 
in derision. "No, never!" she repeated, eying 
the two men with scorn. 

I appealed to a fat girl acting as chambermaid, 
who blesses me at intervals durmg the day {Dio ti 
benedica)y to a waiter in a suspicious coat and 
greasy necktie. Both made as though they did 
not hear me. The waiter disappeared. The fat 
girl whispers into my ear, in a Sicilian brogue I 
could scarcely understand, affecting to be dili- 
gently dusting a looking-glass all the while she 

speaks, ** They would follow me at night, and " 

here a significant pantomime at the same time cut 
her phrase and her throat. 

** How much do these facchini want, Marie ? " 
(Marie was her real name, Furiosa a nickname.) 
The facchini had never ceased a jabber of patois. 
They displayed their brawny arms, thrust forward 
their naked feet, shook their black rags, pointed to 
their open mouths like young birds gaping for 
food, then to the modest boxes, still corded and 
travel-stained, lying helpless on the floor. 

** Four francs ! " screamed Furiosa, in her 
strongest German accent ; " four francs for cross- 
ing the road ! In your interests, madame, I cannot 
give it. Madame has not travelled in Sicily. If 
you once let yourself be mangiata (eaten) ^ ona 1^\1^ 
another, and you will spend a ioitviiie" ' 

3* 
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" But, Marie, we must get rid of these men. 
We must dine." At this point the Ethiop facchini 
resolutely seated himself on one of the boxes, and 
fumbled in his pocket for his pipe, 

" Look here," cried Furiosa, squaring herself 
before him; "here are two francs, double what 
you have a right to — Bestia ! " (This word, intro- 
duced as a fiorilura, or agreeable figure of speech, 
was very effective.) " If you do not clear out 
instantly, I will go to the Questura." 

Before she had done speaking, both the facchini 
were out of the room, and we had locked the door, 
and were uncording our boxes, quicker than I can 



CHAPTER V. 



I HAVE said that our hotel forms one 
of that line of dazzling palaces seen 
from the straits, The grand sim- 
phcity of this sea fa9ade stamps 
Messina as a great capital before 
*JI you master a single detail. Some 
columns divide the lofty windows, and a sculp- 
tured cornice supports the upper floor. The 
Palazzetta, as it is called, has quite a history. 
Overthrown by the great earthquake of 1783, it 
was rebuilt in 1848, In many parts it has not 
been carried up to its original height, hence a 
slight architectural incongruity. 

The ground floors are chiefly shops, or rather 
holes, geneiaily not paved, incredibly foul and 
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stinking, where a low lazzarone population cluster. 
Besides the Hotel Vittoria, along the line are the 
Palazzo della Citti, the Custom-house, health 
office, banks, cafes, and restaurants — palaces alike, 
and alike majestic. 

. The Vittoria, the only tolerable hotel in Messina 
— and that is not saying much — is entered from 
the rear, through one of the nineteen side streets 
which cut the Palazzetta, under sculptured arch- 
ways. 

And how grandly do these marble barriers 
frame the view ! On one side, the noble harbour, 
teeming with life and colour; the sickle curve 
(Zancle) of the breastwork of San Ranieri, as 
g;:een as fresh grass can make it (Orion, who 
formed it, being among the stars, it has a Saint 
now as Patron) ; the blue, uneasy straits boiling 
and bubbling towards Cape Faro ; the broad Cala- 
brian mountains catching the passing colours of 
the clouds, and Reggio, like a white jewel, shining 
at their base. 

But to return to our hotel. I keep forgetting 
everything but the view ; I cannot keep my eyes 
off it ! There are but two stories — the first and 
the third ; the second is quite unattached, a 
private apartment in fact, into which penetrating 
by mistake, I frightened an old lady in bed almost 
into fits. 

Between these stories the household of the hotel 
slide up and down, holding perilously by the 
banisters. A chamber-maid, with a cock in her 
eye, suggesting language, the harum-scarum girl, 
she who blesses me, and chatters in a patois quite 
incomprehensible ; a scared waiter, with hair on 
end, always flying, as under the influence of a 
propelling wind ; and a fat man, the Generalissimo y 
or maitre d'hote! y who tells me, when I hurt'^ \\vk\^ 
** that I may eat my food rav/ il 1 Vik.^^ \\. vs* ^ 
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Wall, and knows Syria and India like his home — 
is hurt and offended at the sweet dish (dolce), a 
kind of cake, which he qualifies, reproachfully, as 
** dry." In return, I suggest " Marsala," a hint 
he joyfully accepts, shouts for the dish again (the 
bottle is beside him), and devours it on the spot. 

I cannot say much for the cuisine, nor for the 
waiting ; but the wine is first-rate. A bad dinner 
— often no dinner at all, not even eggs — is fre- 
quently the fate of the traveller in Sicily ; but the 
vilest, filthiest village invariably offers you a god- 
like vintage. 

Each city has its wine as well as "its history. 
Grecian Syracuse is great in sweet wines ; Lily- 
boeum (Marsala) tells its own tale; Girgenti has 
an excellent red wine ; and so on. 

At our table d'h6te, a light Marsala is included 
in the dinner at four francs. Marsala is the vin 
ordinaire of Sicily. Why it should give the generic 
name to all white wines I cannot say, for the 
white grape is cultivated all over the island. 



CHAPTER VI. 

An Outburst — Street Pictures — Amazing Medley — Gate of 

the Promised Land. 

H ! the South, it is here ! What 
a swing and freedom in the life ! 
What busy, swarming streets ! What 
laughing, chattering, ogling, in- 
triguing ! Naples is nothing to it ! 
More like a scene from Gil Bias or 
the Barber of Seville than a flesh-and-blood town. 
These heavy-browed, thin-faced men — intense- 
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eyed, dark, slow in movement, and dignified in 
carriage — are Spanish, not Italian. 

The low-storied houses (even in the Corso they 
are low) have in every window a suggestive bal- 
cony, projecting over the street on carved corbels, 
just the height for Susanna to twirl her fan at 
Figaro, and for Rosina to coquette with Count 
Almaviva, and show herself gracious as to the 
•* Serenade." 

The veil or shawl thrown over the women's 
heads, not of choice point indeed, but of knitted 
worsted, is Spanish too ; also, the broad-hatted 
priests, so sleek and indecorous, lingering in the 
street -corners with dark-eyed beauties (^positively, 
I am told, the priests' morals are shockmg, but as 
men they are very picturesque) ; the writing- 
tables set up under archways, or beside a crowded 
thoroughfare, at the risk of being whisked bodily 
off by some passing cart-Ayheel ; an old scribe 
seated at one, his pen touching his nose, his head 
on one side to match his perpendiculars ; beside 
him a sad-faced matron, her head concealed 
by a shawl, pouring something into his ear, which 
he slowly engrosses. A young man is the writer 
at the next table, close by — the tables generally 
work in pairs; I have seen as many as eight 
pairs, side by side, in a convenient portico, all 
fully occupied — a young woman is giving out the 
subject of her letter, in a loud discordant voice, 
which the young man writes down glibly, without 
aid from his nose. 

The lovely tropical shrubs and flowers in the 
squares, topsy-turvying the seasons (I do not 
know the name of half of them, but they send me 
wild with joy) ; the abundant fountains, second 
only to those of Rome ; the swagger of the hand- 
some Messinese youths, audacious and picturesque 
under their mountains ; the wa\.etc^xt\^x^^ ^'y'Ocv 
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classic urns and ^'ases poised on one shoulder like 
statues ; the ragged idlers, the shopmen, even the 
younger beggars, tripping along as if they loved 
their hfe under that glowing vault of heaven ; the 
brilliant market-stalls ; the cries of street-sellers, 
the shouts of boatmen, the crash of merchandise, 
the architectural \nstas, blazing mountains on one 
side and the blueness of the straits on the other. 
WTiat a scene ! 

The painted cans rattle by every instant. The 
cart, a box ujwn ver\* high wheels, coloured all 
over in fresco— a crucifixion on the splashboard, 
Romulus and Remus on the sides, a ballet girl 
cutting capers behind, and the wheels running 
over with angels and cherubim — is the glory of the 
Sicilian : he will sp^nd half his income to adorn 
it. The harness, red velvet set in filigree and 
brass, clinking with bells, and p\Tamids, and 
turrets, absolutely obliterating the pretty well- 
cared-for Sicilian cob which diaws the shafts. 

The vivid contrasts of colour — black and yellow, 
red and blue, green and crimson, dancing along 
the streets, a remnant of the East and of the 
Arab conquest. The glorious sun, oppressive and 
dazzling at mid-day ^we are within two days of 
November^ ; the wondrous mountains looking over 
into the streets : the laughing Marina, three miles 
long : the crowd of street passengers ; the hurry- 
ing to and fit? on the quays : the shrill cries of the 
drivers, the roar of droves of bufRadoes; the creak- 
ing of the ox-waggons and mule carts (sometimes 
wi:h the mule, a cow is placed on the off side of 
the pv>:e. qui:e sympathetic^ : the hollow roll of 
drays, trolleys and vans, piled with v^etables, 
saltnsh. oil-barrels, sulphur cut into squares, and 
oranges and almonds ; the bewildering light upon 
the pavement and the walls radiating back like fire; 
zhe roar at the port, made up of oaths, engine 
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whistles, and hissing steamers sweeping in and out 
of the harbour ; fleets of fishing-boats, the crews 
singing choruses as they pass the bar by San 
Salvador; merchant ships unlading timber and 
coal. 

The dusky groups of Phrygian-capped sailors, 
hanging about on marble stairs, or bearing in- 
credible burdens on their backs, dancing, quar- 
relling, lounging, eating, smoking. A wooden 
theatre, with two day representations of PulcinellOf 
announced by a trumpet, an harmonium, and a 
cow-horn ; detachments of Bersaglieri tramping 
along the thoroughfare, their black cock's plumes 
waving behind their glazed hats, like storm-clouds : 
how can I paint it ? 

Nothing I have seen in Europe can compare 
with the Marina of Messina. It is longer, more 
elegant, and more architectural than the Chiaia at 
Naples; lustier, healthier, rougher, and more 
pictorial than the mincing refinements of the 
"Promenade'* at Nice, toned down to English 
fastidiousness ; larger, nobler, more motley than 
the quays at Marseilles; and gayer, friendlier, 
vaster, than that melancholy sea-walk at Palermo, 
with its rows of skeleton trees, scathed by in- 
numerable tempests. 

Yet Messina is but the gate of the promised 
land — the threshold, as it were, of bliss I 
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CHAPTER VII. 




Cape Pelorus — Poseidon, King of Sicily — " Brothers, ride 
hard ! " — Paradise and Peace — Arrived at Faro — The 
Little Horse. 

LOVELY morning, tinting every- 
thing with the pure rainbow colours 
of Sicily. Before I visit anything in 
Messina, I must drive out to Faro. 
Ever since I came it sends me sunny 
greetings across the straits. What 
spot in all Sicily is more historical than Faro ? 
History and mythology positively weigh it down. 
Out of a numerous stand on the Corso, I select 
a litte Victoria (a Milord they call it here), with 
a swift pony and a civil driver, who agrees to take 
me to Faro and back, a good fourteen miles, for 
ten francs. 

How we dashed down the broad Marina, by the 
characteristic palaces, and under the shadow of 
those nineteen archways that break the fa9ades 
into nineteen streets, each with its background of 
mountains, on to the great fountain of Neptune, 
with its balustraded terrace, making a noble curve 
over the water I (Great Poseidon is the real king 
of Sicily, whoever nominally governs it.) 

Here he is very imposing, sea-weedy and drip- 
ping ; grasping his trident, apparently to chastise 
Scylla and Charybdis, bound at his feet. Out at 
the same pace by the gate of Campo Basso, and 
so on, to the wide Corniche road bordering the 
dazzling straits. 

To talk of the beauty of any other Corniche 
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road besides this one, running from Faro to 
Catania, is an absurdity. The glory of it is 
matchless. 

The lower line of hills is a paradise of frescoed 
villas, coloured pavilions, green vine pergolas, 
casinos, and marble terraces, set in glistening 
groves. The soft sandy beach is sprinkled with 
dwarf palms, tamarisk and orange trees ; melons, 
and parti-coloured gourds sprawl like aquatic 
monsters on the red earth, and the pink cactus 
fruit hangs flower-like on bristly spikes. 

Now we dash down into the dip of a fiumara. 

** What is that ?" I hear a voice asking. 

A fiumara in summer is a dried-up watercourse 
paved for the convenience of the public, a cosa 
di Siciliay of which you will have enough as you 
progress on your travels. When rain pours and 
torrents dash from mountain tops every five 
minutes, you cannot expect a bridge. Such an 
idea is utterly preposterous; besides, in bad 
weather you can pass neither road, nor bridge, nor 
raih Poseidon is not king of Sicily for nothing. 
Roads in his island are constructed for fine 
weather ; in bad weather you must stay at home. 
Above all, don't complain. You are in a mediaeval 
country, and must submit. 

A fiumara, or paved watercourse, is the legiti- 
mate outlet of a gorge to the seashore, ripping up, 
as it were, scenes of unknown and unutterable 
beauty. If the fiumara were not there, you could 
not enjoy these peeps into ideal regions ! Be 
thankful, therefore, and, I repeat, do not 
complain. 

The church and convent of San Salvadore dei 
Greci, a huge modern building, where Charles III. 
took up his residence, as Charles V. did at Yuste, 
is the next object. 

But San Salvadore has a higher mXeie.'^X. 'Cj^asL 
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Spanish kings. On this spot Norman Roger raised 
a votive chapel. Galloping in the early morning 
from Faro, with his little band of knights and 
squires, to surprise the Saracen hosts, Roger turns 
his eyes upon this cape of land, so conspicuous 
from the road, and beholds the bodies of twelve 
Christians crucified on twelve tall poles. 

** By St. Michael ! " cries Roger, reddening with 
fury at the sight, " these martyrs shall be avenged! 
If I take Messina, as I know I shall, I vow to 
build a shrine to their memory. And now, brothers, 
ride hard for Messina ; we must catch these Moor- 
ish infidels before they are awake." 

The Norman Rollos, and Drogos, and Williams, 
galloping beside him, echo his words. There is 
no time to tarry and bury these twelve Christians 
then. They are riding towards Messina for life 
and death ; riding on golden sands, among acan- 
thus and myrtles, and over carpets of passiaflora, 
to raise no echoes. With Roger are two hundred 
and seventy armed men. They are to surprise a 
walled and fortified city, manned by skilful Sara- 
cens. It is done, and within a year a Saracenic- 
Gothic chapel looks out over the straits. 

No sooner did the Normans conquer Sicily, 
than an architectural mania seized them : they 
built churches, castles, bridges, and towers without 
end. As they came from the mainland a mere 
handful of men, never at any time numbering an 
army except with the aid of mercenaries, and 
wholly without artificers and engineers, they 
gladly availed themselves of the facile-handed 
Saracens, who accept fate, and their new masters, 
as best they can. Hence the strange medley of 
Saracenic- Gothic architecture one sees constantly 
in Sicily. Saracenic in all but Gothic uses ; the 
outline Moorish, the interior Christian. 

Now I am driving on a well-kept road, free 
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from the obstructive suburbs. The scent of the 
nespole and mimosa is in the air ; and palmettos 
and cacti, prickly-pears and aloes, breaking out 
everywhere. A hill covered with prickly - pears 
and cacti, thick enough and tall enough to con- 
ceal and overshadow houses, is a weird sight ; the 
bristly, water-padded leaves and twisted branches 
flinging themselves about as if in agony. 

Village succeeds village along the yellow strand ; 
always of stone, a little architectural and Barocco, 
and with small balconied windows, however low 
and small. One village is called ** Paradise," 
another ** Peace." 

In Paradise a mother is beating a half-naked 
child, and a ragged boy, sitting beside a goat 
tethered on a bank of grass, is sobbing bitterly. 

The squalid walls of Peace resound to a dog- 
fight, extemporised within a ruined hovel. Some 
kind of canine nielee is going on, too, outside; 
two white mastiffs against three terriers, tearing 
at each other's throats. 

The only happy people are the fishermen, as 
brown and sepia-coloured as their boats, drawn 
up high and dry upon the strand, under tents of 
fishing-nets stretched out to dry. 

To-day it is blowing too hard to venture out. 
A warm, moist sirocco has churned up the straits 
into a kind of fury ; huge rollers break upon the 
beach, and, breaking, boom like a cannon among 
the rocks. 

Oh, that I could paint the colours of the shadows 
and the wild sea mist ! . One moment land and 
water all veiled, the next a flood of white light 
calling up every detail into fields of brightness ; a 
point of red rock, the mossy greenness of a moun- 
tain side, the foaming trough of a blue wave, a 
glistening sail, the point of a cape, or a wall, 
mapped out for an instant, then gone iox ^n^t. — 
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all to the accompaniment of the cheery tinkling 
of the little horse's bells, his pattering hoofs mark- 
ing a sympathetic rhythm. 

As I advance nearer the point of Faro, the 
bowery heights, under which I have hitherto 
driven, shade off into low, sandy hillocks, running 
out seaward towards Cape Pelorus. By-and-by 
the lighthouse at Faro and the straits themselves 
suddenly vanish, and give place to a succession 
of ugly salt lakes (Platani), through which runs a 
high causeway. 

The sirocco blows fiercer than before; the 
clouds gather darker ; the sun grows pale. The 
crown of the day is past; its glories are faded. 
My spirits sink with the sunlight. 

The little horse, too, feels the evil influence. 
His head droops. He slackens his pace. Alas ! 
he trips ! Oh ! how the driver lashes him, and 
what Sicilian oaths he launches at him ! How 
his little legs break into a wild gallop to make up 
for his fault, and how we tear along on the dan- 
gerous causeway ! 

At the village of Faro, a collection of dirty 
hovels half buried in sand-hills, I am invited by 
the driver to descend. The brave little horse is 
fairly winded. His sides are dripping, and he is 
panting for bare life. A generous little beast, he 
needs no lashing of sharp whips to make him do 
his best. 

" I always do my best," says his keen, obedient 
eye, turned reproachfully on his driver. ** Will no 
one understand me ? " (The driver is making a 
new thong to his whip, with which to punish him.) 

If the little horse could understand me, I would 
explain to him that we are all victims of an ad- 
verse fate, four-footed creatures and otherwise. 

It seems to me, I also have been cruelly beateik 
jn my time, when I did not deserve it. 
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My heart bleeds for you, unhappy little horse, 
but I cannot aid you, nor can I even remonstrate. 
Sicilian drivers are very brutal. I am alone, and 
and perhaps the new thong might be tried on my 
back instead of yours ; so I say nothing ! 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Scylla and Charybdis— Legend versus Reality— The Strong 
Current — Hannibal and his Pilot — Orion's Temple — 
Hercules crosses from Rhegium — Dsedalus — Ulysses 
and £neas Pass. 

AM standing due east, on the sandy 
point of a sandy shore, under the 
Tower of Faro — a machicolated 
round tower and lighthouse above ; 
a fortress below. From Messina, 
Faro appears rising from the waves; 
here I find it upon a long, low bank, stretching 
out into the middle of the straits. 

On the opposite shore I see the rock of Scylla, 
two miles across, backed by the bare face of tawny 
Calabrian mountains. Homer says the rock of 
Scylla is " a peak of boundless height, ever hidden 
in dense clouds, the smooth, polished sides inac- 
cessible to man." "High up, beyond flight of 
arrow, opens the awful cave, out of which Scylla, 
with six hideous heads, barks from six dire mouths 
with triple rows of teeth ; serpent-necked ; ready 
to seize six sailors at a gulp." That Scylla is 
such a monster is the work of^ spiteful Circe. 

Now, in reality, Scylla is a low, dark cliff, over- 
han^ng the sea, crowned by a medi«-)a.\ c^a.^'^t,'!!. 
gay little town clustering round itsba.^, a-Tvi ^\n'vq.^ 
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a title to Prince S cilia of Naples ; and a winding 
road, quite friendly and natural, leads up to it 
from the beach. 

The famous caves — for there are many — are low 
down on the face of the rock. I can see the dark 
apertures, like hollow galleries, level with the 
waves, into which they thunder with terrific 
howls. 

Beyond, on a beautiful sea-line, marked by 
white breakers, come town after town, fitfully 
revealed in the sirocco mist — Bagnara, Seminara, 
Palmi, Gioia, with its spacious gulf; and Nicotera, 
bathing on the water's edge; until all melt into 
sea and cloud at the extremity of Cape Vaticano. 

Between Cape Vaticano and Cape Pelorus 
(Faro), at the opening of the straits, I ought 
to see the outline of the Lipari Islands, and the 
volcano of Stromboli, but I do not. 

Already, at my back, I hear the implacable 
roar of Charybdis, circling round upon low 
sunken reefs. At the sandy edge of the " Platani " 
I can see the vortex of the blue water, and the 
white spray flung upwards, as of a baffled element 
turned to bay. 

" Three times a day Charybdis swallows up the 
dark billows, and three times spouts them out," 
says Virgil, in the j^neid. Once within the sea- 
nymph's grasp, not Neptune himself could save a 
vessel ! 

To the undecked triremes of the Greeks, Loc- 
rians, and Rhegians, Charybdis must have been a 
most real danger. "Even a seventy- four -gun 
ship," says Admiral Smith, "may be whirled 
round in its vortex." " Better is it " (I am again 
quoting Virgil), "with delay, to coast round the 
extremities of Sicilian Pachynus (Cape Passaro, 
under Etna), than once to behold the misshapen 
Scylla and the green sea-dogs of Charybdis !" 
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The real secret of these classic horrors is the 
extraordinary force of the many contrary currents 
running through the straits. It causes one of the 
most violent whirlpools in the world. 

The colours of the ocean, as I stand on Faro, 
are marvellous. Blue of every tint, from cobalt to 
azure, running into reds and browns, buff, cream, 
and yellow — sheets of foam, curtained by the 
wind, great fields of whiteness, ridges of sea-green 
walls, bright patches, mirror-like, reflecting scurry- 
ing clouds ! 

A Norwegian barque comes riding on, every sail 
set to the wind. A pilot puts off from Faro to 
steer her down the straits, just as the pilot in 
Homer put off to bring Ulysses in, or the unlucky 
Pelorus, to guide Hannibal's fleet towards Africa. 
Do you know the tale ? 

Scipio's successes in Africa calling Hannibal 
home, he found himself carried out of his sea- 
track to the entrance of these straits. Seeing the 
double line of mountains melting together before 
him, he became alarmed. 

** Where am I ?" he asked the pilot (Hannibal 
is smarting under the loss of some of his veteran 
troops, and is in no humour to be trifled with). 
" Where is the passage ? What is the name of 
those mountains rising before me ? " 

The pilot answers, " The mountains are in the 
island of Sicania." 

This does not satisfy Hannibal. 

** Is it a lake ? Am I land-locked — betrayed — 
sold to Rome ? " 

Before the pilot can explain, he is beheaded. 
Then, as the vessel sails on, the mountains divide 
themselves right and left, the straits are visible, 
and all is clear. 

Hannibal did not understand thevjfeslLei\iicyt\cv*a.- 
tion of Sicily, nor its nearness to t\i.^ taivc^'axi.^- 

4* 
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The passage of troops between Africa and Italy, 
and the great naval battles, were all on the eastern 
and southern side. The Straits of Pelorus had an 
evil name, as haunted by savage Nereids, roaring 
sea-dogs, and strife of Poseidon's stormy brood. 
•Nothing would tempt the ancients (always timid 
sailors) to take that course. Not only the Cartha- 
ginian fleets, during the Punic wars, avoided this 
passage, but even the Romans, when they came to 
conquer Sicily, never trusted themselves there. 
Except Messina and Naxos, no Greek cities lay 
within their narrow limits; nor did these, in 
importance, compare to Syracuse, Catania, or 
Acragas. 

As I gaze, the lighthouse of Faro fades out, and 
in its stead a stately temple rises * on a palmetto- 
covered steep, well dyked with solid walls. A 
place half sea, half land, where mariners may land 
and offer sacrifice to Neptune. 

The peristyle and portico stand on a lofty stylo- 
bate, the cella is rich within, and long lines of 
granite pillars rise to meet the skies. Earth never 
bore a nobler pile, nor one more suited to a god. 

Between sea and sky it stands, firm on a narrow 
neck of sand, yet poised, as it were, on waves. 

Vainly does Thetis dash and fling her strong 
arms around it ; and Boreas, with white wings and 
streaming hair, rage and roar, bringing inclement 
blasts from the hyperborean north ; and iEolus, 
king of storms and winds, howl and menace 
around its lines ; for within, upraised on a crystal 
altar, begirt with smooth-necked shells, sea-weed, 
and coral, sits the god, looking out eastward 
towards the morning sun. 

Around the temple stretch the wide dykes, 
strong as' the walls. No human hands gathered 

* Hesiod and Diodorus mention a temple at Faro dedicated 
by Orion to Neptune. 
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the stones that formed them, nor fashioned the 
links that bind them together so firmly. We 
must scale the skies to find the architect. It is 
Neptune's son, the shaggy giant, the wondrous 
hunter — Orion. 

Next 'to Orion, in the mystic procession of the 
past, comes Hercules ; he swims across the straits 
from Rhegium, holding on by the horn of his 
strongest ox, and lands under Orion's temple. 

There, as he takes his repose, Charybdis, a 
Sicilian sea-nymph who haunts with Fauns, Cen- 
taurs, and Satyrs, in the reedy marshes near the 
salt lakes, dashes down, and, aided by her friends, 
steals one of the sacred steers. 

For this crime Jupiter changes her into a rock, 
doomed ever to watch the rising of the tide as she 
watched Hercules. As a rock she howls and cries, 
lamenting her hard fate. The waves wash over 
her from ebb to flow. 

Daedalus comes next, a cunning engineer flying 
from Crete, with a second pair of wings, like those 
he gave to his son Icarus. Taking a humbler 
course nearer the earth, Apollo's wrath was not 
kindled against him, and he arrives safely on Cape 
Pelorus, from whence he wings his way to Eryx. 

From the ^Egean Sea, Minos, the Cretan King, 
the shadowy judge of souls, arrives at Faro in hot 
pursuit of Daedalus. The Phenicians, we know, 
had mercantile relations with the Sikels. 

Vague, all this, and shadowy, as the passing 
sea-mist sweeping over waves — outlines of pale, 
nascent forms that glide by, first in the dim pro- 
cession I am tracing through all time. 

With Ulysses as a navigator, I feel on a certain 
base of solid history. It is so easy to call his 
venerable figure up and trace his wanderings on 
the modern map. 

Homer makes the most of \3\ysse^' ^^xi\^\xv^^ 
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straits, getting two adventures out of them, much 
in defiance of geography. But neither Homer nor 
his audience knew much of the three-cornered 
Trinacria but as a vague legend. 

Ulysses, towards the end of his career, enters 
the straits at Faro ; the first time, unscathed, with 
his full ship's company, thanks to the enchantress 
Circe. 

She, sitting in Colchis, wrapped in her many- 
coloured robe, an Eastern turban on her head, 
and dogs and swine around her, metamorphised 
from men, instructs him. Ulysses is neither to 
give ear to the Sirens' singing on the Salernian 
Seas, nor fall into Scylla's jaws, nor be ingulfed 
by whirling Charybdis. 

Ulysses does not even see Scylla — her head is 
wrapped in clouds ; Charybdis is silent, and all 
goes well. 

Not so the second time. 

Then, as a waif, he tosses through the straits, 
bound to a drifting raft, sucked down by the 
spiteful Nereid, and only escapes death by cling- 
ing, bat -like, to the branches of a wild fig-tree, 
until the reflux of the waters disgorges the raft, 
and he drops deftly into it. 

(It is worthy of remark that Admiral Smith, in 
speaking of Charybdis, verifies the truth of this 
myth in his account of the tide, which runs six 
hours each way in the straits, an interval of from 
fifty to sixty minutes occurring between the 
changes.) 

So Ulysses floats on his raft to an unknown 
island, where Calypso harbours him. Others say 
he floated to Mylae (Milazzo), and to this day they 
show you a hole in a granite rock, and tell you 
that Ulysses dug it out. 

From Ulysses to iEneas is an easy stride. 
JEneas passes Cniie Pelorus and Father Anchises 
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wjth him. But he tarries not, jEneas is bound 
to the mythologic coast beyond Aci, where the 
Cyclops dwell, and thence to the Eastern shores 
at Eryx, where he is to found a temple in honour 
of his mother, Venus, 



CHAPTER IX. 

The Normans — How thev Spread — Raymond at Avena — 
Bras de Fer and General George Maniace — Robert 
Guiscard, the Great Count — " Take all you see " — 
Roger beholds Messina across the Strait — Messina's 
Won. 

|F all the romance of Cervantes and 
Ariosto, the daring of Cortez, the 
Black Prince, and Napoleon ; the 
courage of young David; the 
endurance of Xenophon; the parsi- 
mony of Crassus ; the appropriating 
appetites of Verres. and the wisdom of Cato, 
were fused into a whole, the result would be the 
Norman knight as we behold him about the year 
of grace 1040. 

At Faro he stares me in the face wherever I 
turn. The Norman is as much a part and parcel 
of Cape Pelorus as Orion or Hercules, 

The name of Norman is first heard of in Southern 
Italy about the year 1003. 

A certain hesitation and dimness clouds the 

f)recise reason of their first appearance. Some 
anded on their way home from pilgrimages or in 
the fulfilment of a vow to the Holy Shrine. Later 
occurred the Crusades. They came by twos and 
threes — now here, now there — mere indivvd^TsSs.-, 
only recalled to memory afterwards as \\\e ^\ci\i.feet.'i 
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of that amazing band destined to achieve such 
conquests. 

The first solid basis the Normans attain in 
Italy is when the Prince of Capua confers on them 
the township of Aversa, now a railway station on 
the Neapolitan line. Aversa, built by the Nor- 
mans, is their starting-point in Southern Italy. 
To this gift the Prince of Capua was induced, by 
self-interest or generosity, to add a good slice of 
his newly- acquired territory of Monte Cassiro, 
which the swords of the Normans had valiantly 
helped him to win. 

The Duke of Naples, not to be outdone by 
his neighbour prince, went further, and gave his 
daughter in marriage to the Norman leader Ray- 
mond, creating him titular "Count of Aversa." 

No sooner did this great news reach the north than 
scores of needy Northmen made their appearance, 
determined also ** to wed the daughters of kings." 

At Aversa the Normans live a free, marauding 
life — the life of soldiers, acknowledging only mili- 
tary rule. There were two bands, or regiments, in 
Aversa — the Veterans, who had themselves come 
from Normandy, and the Yoimg Men, ready to 
tempt fortune on every battle-field. 

Thus the Normans continue for nearly twenty 
years comparatively unknown, until the second 
regiment of Young Men elect for their leader 
William, son of Tancred De Hauteville. 

It was to this William, surnamed ** Bras de 
Fer,'' General George Maniace, commanding for 
the Emperor of Constantinople in Southern Italy, 
addresses himself to join in his expedition against 
the Saracens in Sicily, the terms to be half the 
booty and half the towns. (Mark the entrance of 
General George upon the historic scene ! Although 
generally unknown, I shall have much to say of 
this gentleman before I end !) 
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The offer is accepted. 

Seeing that the young De Hautevilles had not 
won for themselves as yet a separate kingdom, nor 
married a Lombard Princess, as such handsome 
youths naturally expected to do, after the example 
of Raymond, how can they do better ? 

No portent, comet, or meteor is recorded as mark- 
ing the birth of the De Hautevilles ; yet neither the 
Scipios, the Camilli, nor the African race of Barca 
came into the world more perfect warriors. 

At home, they passed their boyhood in sailing 
within the bounds of that barren coast under 
Coutance and St. Michael's Mount, in hunting 
and in tilting. The Christianity of monks formed 
their creed ; the code of camps, their morals. 

What induced these warlike lads to select Italy 
as their apprentice-ground no record tells. 

The three eldest sons of Tancred — Humphrey, 
William, and Drogo — were already fighting in 
Puglia when William accepted General George 
Maniace's offer. 

Bravest among the brave, courteous, sagacious, 
flanked on the battle-field by his two valiant 
brothers (counts also and captains riding beside 
him), who can resist William, Bras de Fer ? 

General George is successful in his Sicilian 
expedition ; but General George, like many others, 
ignores the means which made him so. No booty 
is awarded to the youthful Normans, nor is a 
single Sicilian town placed in their hands. 

William and his brothers retire to Italy, silent 
but indignant. Like wise young men, they bide 
their time, and that time comes speedily. 

More De Hautevilles come riding through 
Europe from Normandy — younger sons of Tan- 
cred by his second wife, Fredigonda — Robert, 
surnamed Guiscard, the Cunning, and Roger ^ ''the 
Great Cotmt,'' 
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Robert Guiscard, with a mere handful of men, 
spared to him from Melfi by brother Drogo, 
gravely sets about conquering the kingdom of the 
two Calabrias. He cuts down timber, chestnut 
and oak, from the forest of La Stela, in the 
Calabrian mountains over Scylla, and erects a 
round hill-fort opposite the sea, which he christens 
Rocca San Martino, 

Robert tells the young knights, his followers, 
to ** take all they see." 

Daring leader atid crafty statesman as he came 
to be, Robert is an ingrained robber. 

He steals cattle, sacks towns, and captures rich 
proprietors for ransom in the most approved style 
of brigandagie. 

What else can a young De Hauteville do, alone 
in Calabria ? 

The last of the twelve sons of Tancred De 
Hauteville is Roger. He arrives in Italy about 
A.D. 1056, just twenty- three years after his elder 
brother William. 

Happy for Roger that the Norman rule is 
already established. He could never be a robber, 
like the rest. Tall and broad-shouldered, and 
powerful as a young David, his long flaxen curls 
hang down upon his Damascene corselet, and a 
beaming pair of eyes look out from under the brim 
of his circular helmet, worn low on the neck, and 
shaded by a plume of crimson feathers. 

With an easy stride he mounts his war-horse, 
of which nothing is seen but the head and neck 
for the encasing armour, his glittering battle-axe 
lies beside the saddle-bow, his lance is in his 
hand ; altogether a splendid youth, a very Lohen- 
grin, or God-born knight. 

J No De Hauteville can compare with Roger. 

Easy of access, eloquent in speech, facile, gay, 

ambitious as is the fashion of his house, greedy 
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of victory, and turbulent for action ; liberal, 
humane, without Robert's sordid vices, Roger the 
Great Count, as he came to be called, stands out 
a grand figure in the procession at Faro, chal- 
lenging even Hercules himself. 

How Roger came here was in this wise. 

No sooner had he reached the city of Melfi, 
than, like brother Robert before him, he was sent 
down to fight in Calabria with seventy other 
knights. These De Hauteville brethren can no 
more rest side by side than young lions in the 
same den. Each must have a kingdom to stretch 
himself in ; if he does not find it ready made, he 
must conquer it for himself. 

Roger's orders are: To complete Roger Guis- 
card's conquests in the south, to annihilate all 
enemies, be they Byzantine or Saracen, to plant 
the Norman flag on every peak and tower, and to 
encamp upon the capes and promontories of the 
shore. 

Capo delle Armi, between Cape Spartivento 
and Reggio, is Roger's goal. 

Hither he drives his knights before him, much 
in the same fashion as Hercules drove the cattle 
of Geryon. The Norman flag waves from the 
nearest height. 

Before his young eyes expands that sunht 
gulf towards Catania, just as I saw it in the 
early morning. His outstretched arm seems 
to touch the fair Sicilian shore and Etna's 
snowy dome, glorious in changing hues. Those 
long lines of serried mountains, and those en- 
trancing little bays and smiling capes, wave him 
a welcome ! 

Nothing but the straits — a span, a ditch — 
between Roger and a new kingdom ; and he just 
arrived from pale, dull Normandy, witK \ms»V^ ^\A 
clouds, damp woods, and baiietv do-^xi^^ ^xA ^J^ 
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the economies of his father's house and narrow 
shifts of country hfe, full in his memory. 

Conceive the turmoil of his ardent soul, gazing 
upon the island of the gods ! 

Then came that tempting offer from treacherous 
Messina. Across the straits three men sail secretly, 
to meet Roger at Reggio, while the luxurious Sara- 
cens, their masters, suspecting nothing of, and 
caring less for, Norman Roberts and Rogers, if 
they can but enjoy their parks and gardens, streams 
and flowers, singing-birds, dancing-girls, and sul- 
tanas, are shut up in their harems, keeping the 
feast of Ramazan. 

" If Roger will only come,'' the three men say, 
" Messina shall be his." 

Could any young hero, thirsting for conquest, 
desire more ? 

That Roger did not dash across the straits, and 
charge into Messina then and there, without wait- 
ing for brother Robert, now Duke of Apulio and 
Calabria, says much for his loyalty and prudence. 

With that enchanting city opposite, dallying in 
the sunshine, how he longed to attempt the enter- 
prise ! 

The months of March and April pass by ex- 
pecting Robert, busy with Pope and Kaiser, and 
great designs of a southern empire, to bind the 
West and Byzantium together. 

Meanwhile, the Saracens at Messina, seeing 
that the Normans tarry so long at Reggio, grow 
suspicious, collect their ships, and anchor off the 
coast to observe the strangers. 

Little by little it seems to Roger's ardent soul 
that the prize is slipping from his grasp. He will 
seize it while he may, alone, without waiting for 
Robert. 

He chooses a little band from among the knights 
who are with him at Reggio, leaves the remainder 
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and the small fleet under the care of his brother 
Godfrey, and rides down the coast to Scylla. 

He arrives at break of day ; the weather is fair, 
the passage smooth ; neither of the spiteful nymphs, 
Scylla nor Chary bdis, stirring ; the fishermen's boats 
still drawn up high and dry upon the sand, under 
the jutting rock bearing the mediaeval castle. These 
boats he seizes, and embarks with his followers. 
There is no room for the horses, so they drag them 
after them by the bridle, through the waves. 

Midway across, Roger hears the cocks crow on 
Faro, and his heart is light, for the cockcrow is 
the omen of possession ! 

Silently he lands on this long Faro point, where 
the lighthouse stands, he and his men and horses. 
The first streaks of daylight are low upon the 
horizon, the rosy tints of morning touch the waves, 
harbingers of a new day — a day of victory. 

Who can paint Roger's joy ? He dare not 
speak, neither he nor his companions. Saracens 
may be abroad, hear them, see them, and surprise 
them ! 

Under the cover of those sandy hills that over- 
hang the shore, and with the deep shadow of 
Monti Dennamare and Scuderi upon them, their 
feet upon leaves and seaweed to deaden all sound, 
they saddle their horses, and ride forth upon the 
flowing river to Messina. 

He is safe ! Robert may win the world, form 
empires in the East and West, sack Rome, brow- 
beat France, invade his Norman cousins in Eng- 
land — what matter ? 

Roger asks no other portion than Sicily ! 

Messina surprised, submits without a struggle, 
as is her wont. 

The Saracens, struck with a sudden panic, fly : 
some to their galleys in the sickle harbour ; otKet-s. 
to the heights behind the city, 01 aVoiig, \)tU. ^oi^, 
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into the forests, on the mountain-tops — anywhere, 
from the Normans ! 

Like a young god, Roger has come and con- 
quered. The keys of Messina are sent to Robert, 
and he is invited to come across and take posses- 
sion ; which he does. 



CHAPTER X. 

How they live in Messina — The Cathedral — Bullyins a 

Priest— Packed for the Next World— The Virgin's 
Letter. 

i H E earthquakes have left nothing 
standing in Messina but the Cathe- 
dral. How this has escaped is 
marvellous. There are no ancient 
palaces, nor churches, nor monu- 
ments. A long hst of names looks 
imposing in a guide-book, but " there is nothing 
in It," as Lord Dundreary says. All the churches 
seem to have risen simultaneously, like Aladdin's 
palace, in one night, and that night, the dreariest 
and most commonplace period of architecture. 

The gods have done their best for Messina. 
No city can appropriate everything. As long as 
mountain and sea, sun and sky, hold together, she 
will be absolutely beautiful. There is an atmos- 
phere of lovehness one can recognise in a city, as 
in a woman. Messina has it. She is affable, too, 
and civilised beyond any other spot in the island. ■ 
Her commerce and her shipping make her cosmo- 
politan. 

Messina has no amor patria. She does not hate 
and rob, kidnap and stab, foreigners who would 
spend their wealth within her walls. On the con- 
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trary, she caresses and encourages them. Very 
different in this to Palermo, where mercantile 
settlers are certain to be driven out by terror. 

This is amor patria ! Sicily for the Sicilians ; on 
the same principle as ** Ireland for the Irish : " both 
starving, and both too idle or too proud to work. 

Amor patria leads Sicily to many strange deeds, 
best omitted. The Mafia, for instance, and ran- 
soms for human life. At Messina there is no 
Mafia. It is contrary to the genius of the place. 
Public security is on a par with any Northern 
Italian city. 

The Messinese are courteous and friendly. 
** God be with you," is the popular salutation. 
You see no beetle-browed threatening villains, 
picturesque in stinking rags ; brigands in all but 
the power to rob and murder. The beggars are 
noisy and numerous, but they neither clutch you 
by the shoulder, nor bar your road savagely. 

Here I can choose my fiacre without fear, and 
make my bargain with a ** safe " driver, who will 
not select the loneliest part of the road, to extort 
more money — ^with a pair of ferocious eyes roam- 
ing round in search of possible accomplices. 

Seeing what Messina is, I cannot account for 
the absence of any decent hotels. ** The Vittoria " 
is dark, uncomfortable, and noisy ; a real caravan- 
serai. Come to-day; gone to-morrow, is written 
on the face of everything. You cannot stay there. 

Not even the bronzed-faced master — who sits 
solemnly, fur cap on head, in a dark den, and 
doles out to you your bill, as if he were a wizard, 
and the bill your fate — expects it. There is no 
other hotel ; lodgings, they tell me, are impossible 
except to yearly tenants ; so, short of a yacht or 
a balloon, you cannot stay at Messina. 

One comes at the antiquity of the c^\.Vv<^^\.'a^ 
begun by Count Roger, and compYeVediXi^ \x\^^QrcL, 
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King Roger, 1298, by observing the alternate 
courses of red and white marble, and the pointed 
style of architecture, which recalls Pisa* There 
are three pointed doors, which, says Dennis, show 
the influence of the later Anjouvine dynasty ; also 
the flat wall carvings. 

The central arch is very lofty, and finely worked 
in elongated spirals, mounting to an upper string 
course of trefoil arches, each arch enclosing a 
female head. The three doors are really a fine 
study of mediaeval work, distinctly Norman, and 
Gothic in character, a very striking combination 
when seen for the first time. 

Observe, however, that these remarks apply 
only to the lower half of the fa9ade. The hideous 
modemness of the upper portion is not to be 
described. The two towers in the rear introduce 
me to Sicilian coloured tiles — blue, yellow, red and 
purple — small and trefoil - shaped, placed thickly 
upon each other in pattern. The glare and blaze 
of these coloured tiles, the whitewash on the walls, 
the lack of any little softening veil of moss or 
lichen (those harmonisers of the North, rarely 
found in these latitudes), are distressing to the 
eyes. 

Inside, one forgets the dirt and the whitewash 
in the splendour of the coup d'ceil. How welcome 
is the gloom of those twenty-six deep-brown granite 
columns, brought, it is said, from Orion's temple 
at Faro. You must accept them and their gilt 
bases, as you must accept Orion himself, in all 
faith. The roof is very noble, full of gold and 
colour, the gigantic rafters dating back to the time 
of Saracenic Manfred and the Hohehstaufens. 

Here my admiration ends. 

Later, I find myself anathematising the flaunting 
frescoes and the obtrusive plaster. The dirt is 
>^eally offensive^ so is the irreverence. 
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The facchini, that plague of Sicily, attack you ; 
the beggars dog your steps with want and hunger 
in their eyes. Everybody is familiar, even the 
priest who is saying mass in a conversational way 
at the altar. This Sicilian laissezallez has its good 
and bad side. In the cathedral it is at its worst. 

Two men are screaming on the steps of a side- 
altar where the service has just ended, the incense 
fumes still hanging about it. How these two men 
do not come to blows I cannot understand. One 
is a cowed-looking, pinched -up old priest; the 
other a stout young citizen, livid in the face. 

What the old priest has done, or why the young 
citizen should swear at him and shake his "fist in 
his face, I cannot explain, as I am ignorant of the 
Sicilian dialect. 

At length a climax is reached. The young man 
raises his arm as if to strike the old priest pros- 
trate on the floor ! 

Nothing of the kind ! • The old fellow limps 
away without answering a word. 

No one interferes, no one looks on. I conclude, 
therefore, that such scenes are common. I admire 
the swing, and abandon, and picturesque familiarity 
of the streets ; I can forgive the chatty priests, with 
ribald eyes, lolling in street corners ; I can pardon 
-the beggars ; but, in a church, license has its 
limits ! 

I like the high altar, the central apse covered 
with bold Saracenic mosaics, like those I came to 
see at Cefalu and Monreale. (At Monreale the 
Saviour is an Arab, and wears a dark blue turban.) 
The sides lined with red velvet trunks, let into 
niches ; imperial coffins, ready packed, so to say, 
for the long last voyage. 

Within his own red velvet trunk, ready for 
heaven or hell, lies Count Conrad, sorv ol \.Vva5L 
philosophic and intellectual pagan, ftedL^rvc W*\ 

FoL I. 5 
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Alfonso the Magnificent, King of Naples and 
Sicily, of the Norman line, and a royal lady, also 
lend themselves to be so briefly dealt with as to 
lie buried in a box. The lady's name is Antonia 
of Arragon. Here they all rest, as passengers in 
a free berth, on a smooth sea 1 

Under them sit the purple-robed canons, within 
the richly - carved stalls of the choir, chanting 
matins, mass, and evensong. The archbishop 
blesses them, the fragrant incense embalms them. 

Peace be to their bones ! 

It is very snug lying, after all, especially so near 
the Virgin's letter. For be it known, the Virgin 
Mary wrote a letter with her own hand to the 
citizens of Messina, and that letter is here at the 
back of the high altar, framed in gilt and bronze. 
I beg pardon, a copy, I should say ; for the original, 
unfortunately, is lost. 

The copy is in Latin, translated by Constantine 
Lascaris, and mentions *' that the Virgin takes 
Messina under her special protection." Dennis 
says a register is kept of the miraculous cures 
wrought by it, especially in ** driving out devils.'' 

I feel the obligation of faith in Sicily. If I 
accept the p.ersonality of Ulysses and Orion, I 
cannot dispute the authenticity of the Virgin's 
letter ; only, it appears to me, if the Virgin had 
disposed herself to write at all, she would not have 
expressed herself in mere scholastic phrases, with 
such an odour of dog- Latin and the cloister. 

As each Greek city in Sicily had its Mimes, or 
pagan drama, put into action, so each Christian 
city has its ** Mystery," or Festival ; only the 
Greeks had protecting Goddesses, and we, in 
modern times, have female Saints. 

The Virq^in is the patroness of Messina. On 

the day of her assumption, the Festa-della-Barra, 

tAere are strange doings — giants, representing 
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Zanchus and Rhea, as fabulous founders of Mes- 
sina, are dragged through the streets ; a huge 
stuffed camel fixed on a board, attended by a 
Saracen squire, symbolising Roger's first entrance 
into Messina mounted on that animal; a gilded 
galley, commemorating a miraculous arrival of 
corn in a time of famine; and the Barra itself, 
representing the Virgin's tomb, surrounded by the 
twelve apostles (aged from twelve to five), a re- 
volving circle of infant angels above ; sun, moon, 
and cherubim revolving also, an azure globe float- 
ing in tinsel skies ; and over all, the Almighty in 
a rich brocaded robe, carrying upon his arm the 
Virgin's soul, prefigured by a lovely child in a 
white maille, figured in golden stars. 



CHAPTER XI. 

A Paradise of Flowers — Campo Santo — Tombs to Let, and 
No Tenants — Preparing the Dead — Painted Carts — A 
Substitute for School Boards — What they Teach. 

HE dreamy beauty of **The Flora" 
haunts me. Wandering down the 
Corso, I find myself suddenly over- 
whelmed by the perfume of pompa- 
dour cloves, mignonette, and nespole. 
Rose leaves floating about, and rose 
blossoms lighting up large parterres, invite me to 
enter a tall iron gatewav, and I find myself within 
** The Flora." 

What a delicious name for a garden ! And what 
delicious roses ! Waxy, firm, and full of colour, 
roses evidently proud of themselves SlS VvaLNvcv^ 
survived the waste of storm and aulurcm.. 

5* 
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The timber, to put it nnely, is various. Light 
foliaged pepper trees, the jagged leaves as if cut 
out b}- a stamp ; magnohas, with here and there 
a luscious flower left sleeping on the bough ; broad, 
wooll)'-leaved paulonias ; tassel-headed thickets of 
bamboo, sixty feet high, rustling with pensive 
moans, as if invoking kindred streams ; the india- 
rubber plant, the finest glazed fohage in the world ; 
arbutus, seringa, and femandia, every member of 
the distorted race of cacti, casting abroad bristhng 
members as against invisible assailants ; the whole 
aloe tribe, variegated and plain ; yuccas and eche- 
verias, a famil}' group in which deformity is here- 
ditary — indeed, the aspect of these flesh)- plants is 
so various, and they partake so much of a tortured 
individuality, that to me they appear positively 
human. 

After these come the palm genus, with those 
magnificent fronds formed to wave on battle-fields 
as symbols of victor}^ Yet after all, if you come 
to look into the matter calmly as I did, standing 
in the warm sunshine, the palm, divested of the 
extraordinary dignity of its foliage, is nothing but 
a magnified pineapple ! 

Palmettos and dwarf fan-palms assert them- 
selves, as stiff as the pattern on a Japanese vase ; 
euphorbias, gay with scarlet tassels; hibiscus, 
flowing with sanguine flowers ; mimosa, a floral 
seaweed, one mass of yellowness and sweetness ; 
pomegranates, and carobias, and Judas trees, so' 
glorious in the spring. Banks oi mesembryan- 
thcmums, pink and yellow, and ivy run round 
beds of scarlet geraniums, and blue mimulus, and 
carnations, and tree jessamines, still linger, as 
though unwilling to depart while other flowers hold 
their own. 

The tuberoses are very valorous, and open their 
snowy bosoms to the Decembet bieeze; and a 
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lovely wistaria, fogetting it is winter, tosses forth 
purple ringlets. 

A little lake is tufted with papyrus and lilies, 
flag flowers and reeds. In a moist corner I see 
that exquisite freak of Nature, a tree fern. Then 
I seat myself upon a marble bench, to note the 
ripening dates yellowing in the sun. 

A French horn sounds from the open window 
of a white-washed barn, presenting itself as a 
palace in the surrounding piazza. 

The long-drawn notes come to me as the 
articulate voice of the rich nature around. I 
can see the purple mountains rising over the 
house-tops in a golden haze to which sapphires 
are pale! 

Since the time of Proserpine, Sicily has been 
the home of flowers. We are told that the virgin 
goddesses, Proserpine, Minerva, and Diana, weaved 
with their own hands a variegated flower garment 
for Father Jupiter. ** A mythological * coat of 
many colours,' like Hebrew Joseph's." 

No wonder the gods loved Sicily ! 

I have had enough of ^^ Messina rAllegra," and 
its hundred thousand inhabitants disporting them- 
selves in the noise and glare of the Marina. I 
cannot get away from Figaro nor from Count 
Almaviva, always meeting Rosina carrying a 
billet-doux! (by chance, of course) and twirling 
fans at street comers ; Don Bartolos, fat and im- 
becile, leering at youthful beauty out of cafes and 
trattorie; Don Basilios, by scores, smoking and 
guzzling ; and aged Don Marcellinas, remembering 
the days of their youth, leaning out over balconies, 
with knitted shawls upon their heads. 

The Teuton may do his best to plant himself in 
hotels as Baron or Count, but generally, as commis 
voyageuTf the element is Spanish, SpatvisAx \.Ck '^^ 
bs^ckbpue, 
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It is good that this often destroyed city should 
have some character of its own. 

'J'o-day I drive out through a long suburb, 
df'j^rading in filth, mud, and squalor. 

'i'hc moment you leave the streets, you plunge 
into the depths of the most hideous poverty' — 
hovels green with mouldiness, falling walls, villas 
in ruins, and a population stolid and brutish. 

At the distance of a mile, I leave this 
wretched humanity behind, and mount to a 
modern Grecian temple, grandly conspicuous on 
a n;jtural platform. 

This is the Campo Santo, smiling through colon- 
nadfis of marble pillars over the blue straits. There 
IH Kfrggio opposite; every house-roof twinkling to 
l}jc sun ; laughing little villages dotting the shore ; 
fiays, capes, promontories, dark forests on the 
(^alal)rian heights, and, above all, the stem out- 
lines of Aspromonte. Such a scene as this should 
rob clcath of its terrors ! 

How wondrous is the beauty of this earth when 
we know where to seek it 1 

A custodc tormented me for pence ; he deeply 
regretted the healthiness of Messina. 

** Alas I Signora," he said, as he led me up 
flight after flight of magnificently balustraded 
marble stairs, ** the Campo Santo will never be 
finished if things go on like this. Imagine to 
yourself, my wages never paid, and but a quarter 
of the best vaults sold 1 Che vuo le ? With such 
a debt it is a desperazimie I This Campo Santo is 
nnich too grand and too large for such a city as 
Messina. If it were Naples, now, or Rome, alia 
buonora! There are fevers there. But heret Chh, 
nothing 1 

♦♦ Municipalities like to have their names pub- 
ed, as beginning national monuments ; but 

fy do not ^nish them. A^h, dear Signoraj 
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believe me, a great many people must die to 
make up the debt ; die quietly in their beds. 

** A pestilence like the cholera does us more 
harm than good. We throw the dead into holes, 
rich and poor alike, and seal them up and leave 
them. Nobody makes a monument for cholera, 
or buys a vault/' 

Here the custode cast his ej^es around at the 
nobly terraced gardens and funereal groves, 
clothing the "walks of state," at the rear of 
the temple. 

** They forgot what a healthy place Messina is, 
when they started this Campo Santo," he added, 
reflectively. 

He showed me the apertures for the burial of 
the poor (one opened every day at sunset, then 
sealed up for a year, with a stone, as at Naples), 
within an open, pillared court, in the interior of 
the building. The contempt the custode felt for 
the poor dead was undisguised. Afterwards he 
led me to an enclosed space, covered with graves 
bristling with little black crosses, 

" Here, Signora," said he, pointing to the graves, 
** vie prepare the bodies for one year of the rich, those 
who can afford to pay for it ; then we place them 
in the vaults within the temple." (A Greek notion 
this. Christianised into something filthy !) 

I have mentioned the painted carts. They are 
passing me every instant. ** Give in the eye,'' as 
the Italians say, everywhere, not only in the 
crowded thoroughfares, but under the shadow of 
Doric temples, in the black lava country, among 
marshy lakes, and upon lonely mountain sideSc 

The painted carts bear the riches of the land : 
sulphur, fruit, oil, wine, wheat, meadow-hay, and 
saffron. If I were asked, I should say they were 
an Arab invention. 

They are mounted on high -wYveeY^, ^.t^^ *Ocv^. 
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Spokes and panels are so carved and ornamented, 
one wonders, in so poor a country, how the money 
is forthcoming. A first-class cart costs from ;^ioo 
to /i2o sterling. There are various degrees of 
merit in the build and the decoration, to say 
nothing of the harness. A rich farmer's cart 
flashes along the roads, bright as an Eastern tent 
in action. The red velvet housings of the harness 
is a splendour ! the vast pyramids of tinkling bells 
a wonder ! I will venture to say there is not a 
cart in all Sicily, however old and shabby, that is 
not painted. A bare cart is an indecency ! 

An incalculable advantage, too, attends these 
carts. Without books, they teach all history. 
History read in reds and blues, and yellow ochre, 
crude, it is true, and positive, but effective, and 
not without a certain **go" and spirit of its own. 

No need for school boards and village dames in 
Sicily. You have only to study a series of painted 
carts to know everything. And so tolerant too! 
On the same cart your eyes glance from a holy 
family in front, to Hercules and Alexander hob- 
nobbing on the sides ; Napoleon at Sedan jogs in 
company with Bismarck at the back, and Amorini 
and Cherubs circle round irrespective of politics. 

Tasso's Rinaldo is a great card. I saw him 
yesterday seated in a boat, in green armour, con- 
templating a shore furnished with an obligato of 
reeds and shells, on which stands Armida, dis- 
hevelled, and naked to the waist, surrounded by 
nymphs. One figure is veiled — this is the modest, 
though warlike, Clorinda. 

^* Flight of Rinaldo'' (I noticed this cart later, 
but put it here for sequence). Rinaldo with a 
parrot nose, blank-faced, his hand upon his hip, 
staring at vacancy. 

** What shall Rinaldo do ? " asks the Text. (I 
forgot to say you are aided by a printed Text-^ 
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stage instructions as it were — in capital letters.) 
** Leave the wicked, but enamoured Armida to 
her fate ? " " No," says the the Text, with general 
good feeling ; ** his sensibility forbids it ! His 
sensibility ! His passion ! " (Text continues :) 
" Yet Duty and Religion urge him on. He 
must go." Rinaldo, still wearing green armour, 
listens to ** Religion and Duty," and departs. 
His light bark divides the cobalt waves. His 
eyes are riveted on Armida. Spite of her attractive 
knees and outstretched arms, the shore recedes, 
and, the Text informs us, " Calm returns to the 
bosom of the hero." Calm represented by a yellow 
dash on the green surface of his armour, near the 
heart. 

This particular cart I saw close to the mys- 
terious elephant in. the Piazza at Catania. The 
horse, a bay, was refreshing himself at the foun- 
tain, while the driver was lading it with mandarin 
oranges. 

Rinaldo again (naughty boy) " knows no duty 
but to his lady-love Armida," (Text.) His knees 
are bare (this in Sicilian carts is a sign of passion). 
Armida, m the violence of her feelings, streaked 
blue and read, wears a coronet. Rinaldo is re- 
posing on a leopard-skin beside her. A tree with 
unknown fruit waves over his head ; while a Cupid, 
snug on a leaden cloud, draws his bow and grins. 

" Where is Clorinda now ? " sternly demands 
the Text ; to which question Rinaldo pays no heed 
whatever. 

Your Sicilian enjoj^s all histor}^ sacred and 
profane, poetic, biographic, and anecdotal — this 
last as culled ifrom Gallic memoirs; but a con- 
spiracy recommends itself to the most ordinary 
intelligence. 

A group of olive-skinned boys were crowding 
round a cart, drawn up on the M^xm^i^oiv^^^^vw^ 
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out the Text to the rest, who seemed greatly to 
relish it. Cinq Mars, on the large panel in front — 
(a dismal spectacle in Louis Treize costume, and 
perfectly idiotic. The artist in this is true to 
history — Cinq Mars was a superlative idiot) — is 
in the act of stretching out his naked sword over a 
round table, Marion de T Orme striking an attitude 
at his back. Other swords of other conspirators 
are crossing each other over his. 

The Text exclaims, ** Death to Richelieu ! " 

The motto of ** Death to anyone " pleases your 
Sicilian orderer of the cart, and chooser of the 
picture. " Death is always a gain to some one," 
he reasons. Cinq Mars mayl^e obscure to him as 
a personage, but naked swords tell their own tale. 
"As many naked swords as possible, and men to 
draw them," is the Sicilian order, answering to 
the " oranges " of Farmer Flamboro' in the Vicar 
of Wakefield, 

" Perillus, by command of Phalaris, Tyrant of 
Girgenti, burning within a brass bull, devised by 
himself," appears to appeal to the popular imagin- 
ation. This was one of the first carts I noticed 
on arriving at Messina. The bull, a very notable 
beast, rubbed on in blue, with a green cavity in 
his back, good for slipping in Perillus ; naked 
slaves are stirring up the furnace with long poles, 
and Phalaris sits aloft, grinning complacently. 

Then my recollection wanders off to a bran new 
cart I saw afterwards at Palermo, in the ** artist's " 
shop — Const antiiie, with an unmoved counten- 
ance, swimming in a yellow bath, unscrewing brass 
taps to let in more water ; while a giant behind, 
in blue and pink, hits him a sounding blow on the 
head with a classic water- jug, whether with mur- 
derous intent, or from a want of perspective on 
the part of the ** artist," the Text does not specify. 
A.t all events, this painting has its value. It in- 
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structs your native (already a proficient) in a new 
form of murder. These Greek- shaped jars come 
handy. Water, in the country, is always carried 
in them. Some one will suffer for this. Look 
out, Mr. Questor 1 ** Robbery with violence, and 
death by a Greek jar ! " This cart will not flash 
along the roads for nothing. 

I see the ** Prodigal Son" displaying himself 
often up and down the roads, heavily laden with 
sulphur. He is in white pants, a blue coatee with 
tails — ** frac," as the Italians callit — with a chimney- 
pot hat ; one hand clasped in his father's (yellow), 
the other in his mother's (pink). A dog also pre- 
sent, full of human intelligence, and evidently 
anticipating the consequences of this sad history. 

The next scene I remember on a cart at Taor- 
mina, waiting for Mr. Rainforth, who was drinking 
tea with me. The "Prodigal" has dwindled down 
into a small boy in blue, with a billycock hat ; 
pigs, sheep, and goats, much taller than himself, 
group round him ; behind is a pastoral expanse, 
with a volcano in the background ; a party of 
ladies and gentlemen on horseback, riding directly 
into the crater ! 

On another occasion I met **the Prodigal" in 
green. He has returned ; his hair is close cropped, 
and he is attired in a flowered dressing-gown ; his 
father in a wig, and his mother still in pink, not 
having changed her dress after so many years, 
receive him. Valises and trunks, such as a swine- 
herd would require in travelling, pile up the back- 
ground. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

From Messina to Taormina — Beppo and Laigi — Ruins! 
Ruins! — Scarletta Beggars — Waiting for the Train — 
Hellenic Foot-marks — The Town of Ali — Etna — The 
Foundation of Naxos — Roman, Punic, and Norman- 
Saracenic Remains — Naxos and the Tjrrants. 

HINKING of what I saw on the rail 
from Messina to Taormina, makes me 
sad. How can I describe perfect 
beauty ? In man or woman it is 
difl&cult : how much more so in the 
larger, broader features of Nature? 
I gazed on it with rapture ; I think of it with 
pain. Once it has been given me to behold this 
enchanting land. Shall I ever return ? 

From the handsome railway station at Messina 
you shoot out, as it were, to sea, along shining 
sands fringing the straits. Such portions of the 
mountains as are visible (and that is but little, 
*they rise so abruptly from the shore) are mantled 
in massive foliage : chestnuts and oaks above, 
citrons, apricots, almonds, and knotted fig-trees 
below. There are vines trained on arched trel- 
lises, supported by colonnades ; vines clambering 
wild among the rocks; country-houses, like coy 
nymphs, blushing out of scented woods (some, 
alas I in palpable ruin ; others resplendent with 
bright frescoes ; every gate and aperture a delight 
of flowers and flowering shrubs), slopes of emerald 
grass dotted by fan -palms, fields of cacti, walls 
hanging over with slender veils of mimosa; here 
a tuft of snowy nespole, there a dark group of 
cypress; a grotto curtained with red -leaved 
( creepers; limestone rocks and gtey-lmted marble | 
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fantastic bluffs and pinnacles, cropping out into 
marigolds *and lupins ; great water - courses Tfiu- 
mari) ; pebbly wastes, leading to deep, smiling 
dells ; cornfields carved out upon the heights ; 
flax, saffron, and sainfoin on the plain, and olives 
everywhere. 

Everything but level ground 1 Of that there is 
none ; no level, except the belt of beautiful shore, 
the margin of the fiumari, and the course of the 
streams fading away among the hills. 

As we advance, rounding capes and promon- 
tories, blue waves break against low rocks ; then, 
swarming upwards in sheets of curling foam, mark 
the outline of delicate little bays. 

Here is the rare charm of a double coast-line ; 
not pressed into one picture, as at Faro, but far 
enough asunder for each shore to display a cha- 
racter of its own. The Calabrian mountains are 
twelve or thirteen miles across, and the sparkling 
straits are widening every moment. 

How lively is the channel with passing ships ! 
A man-of-war, with roj^alty on board, all sails set 
for Taormina; flotillas of lateen - sailed smacks; 
Florio's steamers plying from town to town, and 
innumerable brown fishing - boats tossing in the 
waves. 

And this Messinian shore is as peaceful as it is 
lovely. A fisherman population, as the rows of 
boats show, drawn up high and dry in the round- 
ing bays. No fear of brigand or buccaneer here. 
Beppo or Luigi, with his Phrygian cap, who 
scrapes the fertile earth when the wind blows too 
fiercely to go to sea, is as harmless as our English 
Jacks or Bobs, ploughing the northern fields. The 
cactus -fruit he gathers at his door, the fish he 
takes when the rollers, thundering in at either end 
of the straits, permit him, feed hitvvsdi ^x^^ \xv5» 
numerous family, Beppo or Lmgi, ^\\o \vaN^ ^ 
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boat and a little corn-patch, a lemon-garden or a 
vineyard, are well-to-do ; the rest are destitute. 

Now we are passing beside a small town nest- 
ling by the sea. In the distance it looks beautiful 
as an enchanted castle ; but, on near approach, 
turns out to be nothing but a mass of unclean 
hovels in a confusion of ruined walls. 

What a dismal tale of other days these towns 
and villages tell ! Suburban luxury that has been, 
when Messina was the Neapolitan Viceroy's capi- 
tal, and ruin that is, under United Italy ! 

At Scarletta, the first station from Messina, 
another castle, but in ruins, commands what was 
once the high road to Catania. (Heaven help 
those w^ho travel on it now ! the ruts are up to the 
axles of the painted carts.) A feudal fortress peeps 
out of a cypress wood, and the whole population 
seems to gyrate round it. The arrival of the train 
is the event of the day, the solitary chance of 
pocketing a stray coin. Many miserable faces 
flatten themselves against the wooden paling that 
encloses the platform ; many beseeching children 
hold out dirty lingers; and the agitation of the 
drivers of broken-down fiacres is painful to behold. 
They spring up on their seats, scream, whistle, 
and crack their whips. In vain ! No one gets 
out ! 

From the point of Faro to Catania is the home 
of classic mythology — mythology, embodied and 
vivified in the burning tints of southern life. 
Where stand those desolate, half- ruined towns 
was the home of gods and heroes. Every river, 
headland, and sandy baylet had its legend, every 
cave and rock its myth, as sung by the native 
bards, Theocritus, Dafne, Stesichorus, and Em- 
pedocles. 

Wherever the Greek set his foot, temples and 
statues to the gods blossomed out upon the shore. 
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He lived in the open. Earth and sea were sacred 
to him ; not a river or a stream but was the haunt 
of deity. The great volcano of Etna, the earthly 
seat of Jove, was as a new faith to him ; its ex- 
pression, a simple niche to Pan, set up in a grass 
field, a sculptured group of fauns in a village 
market-place, a frieze upon a rustic temple, or the 
chiselling of a new altar. The Greek gods were 
everywhere — and with the gods came poetry. Now 
poetry may haunt great cities ; but here she was 
at home, the hem of her robe touched everything ! 

There is nothing of this symboHsm on the 
northern coast, where the Phenicians and Cartha- 
ginians colonised Sicily. Nothing at all like it, 
except on that limited portion of the western shore 
from Eryx to Trapani (Drepanum), the second 
sickle-shaped harbour, rival of Messina. Eryx is 
seven miles distant from Trapani. A rocky cliff 
of yellow limestone ; on the level expanse of a pas- 
toral plain is the legendary site of the temple of 
Aphrodite, founded by -^neas and strengthened 
by Daedalus (a personification of the erratic energy 
of the artist, flying from place to place, and creat- 
ing everywhere). Below, by the sea, iEneas buried 
his father, Anchises. The very rock is pointed 
out where the ** God-born " reposed on fresh, fair 
skins to witness the funeral games, and pour liba- 
tions on the tomb. 

From Trapani (Drepanum), Hellenic tradition 
leads on southward to the ruined temples of 
Moegarian Selinus ; to Segeste, with its dim legends 
of iEneas and Sicanian Alybus, which may mean 
Elymus, or a people said most persistently to be 
of Trojan origin ; to Acragas (Girgenti), second 
only to Syracuse, Rhodian Gela, Camarina, and 
Helorus, and to " the city of cities " itself. 

The station of Ali rises gleeful out of bowery 
woods of almond. and peach. Its '^axYvx xcvvcifix-^ 
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springs were dedicated to Hercules by the careful 
nymphs who attended him on his journey through 
Sicily. Capo D'AJi and a Norman round tower 
jutting out to sea mark the nominal entrance into 
the Pelorian Straits, oppK)site Capo delle Armi, 
the Leucopetia of the ancients on the mainland. 

We pass the stations of Alessio and Leto janni 
— mountains, mountains, nothing but mountains, 
with fiumari rending them apart. 

At Giardini I quit the rail for Taormina, six 
miles off, among the clouds. I leave Furiosa to 
fight with the facchini (I see her disappear like a 
limp rag, among horses, drivers, beggars, and 
general rapscallions), and look round. 

A bare little station, Giardini, in the curve of a 
well-marked bay, jammed in under walls of frown- 
ing cliffs, apparently inaccessible. The friendly 
hint, however, of a white road zig-zagging up to 
the right relieves my mind, balanced between .the 
appalling aspect of the cliffs and the keen desire I 
have to scale them. 

To the left the heights fall back, and the 
majestic form of Etna rises. The great giant 
comes upon me in his summer mood ; snow- 
crowned, indeed, but green, subdued, and gentle. 
Forests wreathe his flattened cone, and indenting 
lines of a circle of lesser craters sit like a crown of 
dusky jewels on his brow. 

An enormous stretch of ascending country, 
broken in surface and lava - streaked, rises from 
Giardini, The brilliant verdure mocks the black- 
ness of the lava boulders tossed on the surface of 
inky streams, stiffened into black death as they 
flowed from the crater. 

The sight of Etna is to me as a discord — death 
among life, the very mouth of Tartarus opening in 
Hesperian fields. 
A sombre promonioiy juts- out, forming one 
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horn of the bay. This bay, so lovely in colour, 
for the jocks are deep red, the water intense blue ; 
and this promontory — a green bank sloping to the 
sea, where stands a solitary house, half farm, half 
convent, with a belfry at one end — is very notable 
as the threshold of Grecian history in Sicily. It 
is the site of Naxos, the parent colony founded by 
Chalcydians and by lonians from Bacchi N axos, b.c. 
735. Here they remained some years stationary, 
fearing to go further south on account of Etna. 

It was in Grecian Naxos that Bacchus wooed 
forsaken Ariadne, sleeping on the rocks from 
weariness of grief at the loss of Theseus ; so, at 
this second Naxos, Bacchus had his altar. But 
the great shrine was to Apollo Archagatas, and 
the original statue was extant as late as the time 
of Augustus, B.C. 36. If one could only know on 
what spot this altar stood ! Or where the Greeks 
leapt on shore ! Did Apollo stand on the site of 
that lonely convent, about which a few tormented 
olive-trees cluster ? Or was he placed nearer the 
point of Cape Schiso ? Chi lo sa ? 

As we moderns hoist a Union Jack, or a star- 
spangled banner, the Greeks (after the sanction 
of an oracle had been sought for and obtained) 
reared an altar, upon which sacred fire burned, as 
a signal of possession. 

In the mythic times, an altar to Neptune rose 
on the point of Faro, and a shrine to Venus on 
the rock of Eryx : thus the god's blessing followed 
navigators across the sea, and the people pros- 
pered. There is a battered statue of San Pan- 
crazio on a pedestal, close to the road at the 
station of Giardini, which was pointed out to me 
by at least a dozen urchins as **«»« cosa di gran 
devozione" - 

Now, does San Pancrazio mark the site of the 
ancient shrine of Apollo, to which ^.VL xxv'axvcL'^x'^ 

Fol I. 6 
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repaired to sacrifice and pour libations before 
leaving Sicily, as a sacro-santo spot, consecrated by 
the presence of their first ancestors ? 

With the foundation of this Greek colony begins 
the real history of Sicily, just as the history of 
the Norman Conquest begins the real history of 
England, or the Capetian race that of France* 

No other invasion, conquest, or colony stands 
out with a like interest. The Greeks brought in 
polished manners, the knowledge of cultivation 
and trading, the splendour of architecture, the 
worship of the beautiful in art and nature, intel- 
lectual refinement, and the philosophy of the 
schools. 

Rome has left little, considering the length of her 
rule, and that not of her best — mere journeyman- 
work, tinkering up Greek walls and monuments. 

Indeed, what did Rome ever create anywhere ? 

The Punic remains in Sicily are but few and far 
between. I only know of some fragments on the 
site of Motya, on the Island of San Pantaleo, near 
Marsala ; and two strange monumental statues of 
a man and woman, like huge fish with human 
heads, in the Museum of Palermo — Phenician 
rather than Punic, and probably the oldest monu- 
mental sculptures in the world* 

It was in destruction that Carthage left her 
mark, not in creation. Carthage wrought that 
mighty ruin at Selinus, turned Minervian Himera 
into a corn-field, and tore down the temples at 
Girgenti. 

The Norman- Saracenic remains, however poetic 
and attractive, are but an expression of the bastard 
union of two styles, as widely difierent as the two 
nations which produced them. 

Sicily is Greek, Doric Greek. Such »we see it 

even in ruin, and in that grandest monument of 

architectural art — no ruin, but a complete and per- 
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feet structure as it stands, roofless, in which no 
stone is missing, no morsel of cement wanting — 
the great Temple of Segeste ! 

For two hundred years things went merrily at 
Naxos. So rich was the city, spreading out fan- 
like upon the lower spurs of Etna, that, if left at 
peace, it would have ended by colonising all Sicily. 

But a jealous Nemesis called up a tyrant of her 
own blood to smite her, in Hippocrates of Gela. 
Gela, now Terranuova, between Syracuse and 
Girgenti. Hippocrates, obviously provoked by 
the prosperous Ionian colonies of Catania and 
Leontini approaching him too nearly, smites not 
only Naxos, but Zancle also. 

The next foe who comes to Naxos is Hiero of 
Syracuse ; Syracuse, as a Dorian colony, being 
always bitterly hostile to the lonians, wherever 
they are to be found. Hiero turns the Ionian 
Greeks out of Naxos with cruel slaughter, and 
sends them bodily to Leontini ; the shrines of 
Apollo and Bacchus are stained with blood, and 
the shores left desolate until a band of Peloponne- 
sian colonists appear. Not for long, however. 
At Hiero's death the lonians are back again, and 
the streets of laughing Naxos are once more 
motley and crowded. 

When Alcibiades is sailing about the straits 
between Messina and Rhegium to pick up allies 
for the great Athenian expedition against Syra- 
cuse, he anchors in the Bay of Naxos, and receives 
welcome and promise of aid from the Naxians. As 
lonians, they are thoroughly with the Athenians, 
who, they hope, may tear down detested Syracuse, 
and sow its site with salt. 

But, by so doing, Naxos is unconsciously pre- 
paring her own doom. 

Twelve years pass in peace and plenty after tboe. 
failure of the Athenian expeditioii\ but \I>\oT^^ivos»> 
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the bloody tyrant of Syracuse, is only biding his 
time. 

Now he swoops down in revenge on Naxos, 
and, without a blow, the smiling white city by the 
Ionian Sea falls an easy prey, about B.C. 403. 

Those of the inhabitants he does not slay 
Dionysius sells as slaves. The buildings are 
swept away, and the site of Naxos given back to 
the native Siculians. They never returned. For 
twenty-two centuries no man has dwelt there. 




CHAPTER XIII. 

The Ascent to Taormina — The Mad Peaks^- Modem Taor- 
mina— The Hotel— A Polyglot Crew— The Theatre- 
Saracen and Norman at Taormina. 

GREAT many people got out of the 
train at Giardini. Every traveller to 
Sicily must visit Taormina. They 
had all gone on before I addressed 
myself to the ascent. I had been 
standing on the shore, studying 
Naxos. Then I mount a perpendicular steep, 
by a zigzag road, my boxes tied on to the back 
of a most rickety carriage. 

The scenery is grand in the extreme, but I do 
not enjoy it. Furiosa insists on wrangling with 
the driver about the fare, to the delight of a light 
squadron of nasty little boys accompanying us 
(obligato) from the station. 

Furiosa is a good woman, but Germanic, and 
absolutely impracticable. She does her duty in 
her own way, and defies remonstrance. 

Once I have seen her in a passion, and I hope 
never to do so again. 
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On that occasion she flung everything available, 
including my own clothes, at my head, and herself 
out of the room as a finale 1 

We are winding up among the great, dusky 
rocks of Taurus, hanging out over the sea in a 
black confusion. On one side the bay of Catania, 
with that long, harmonious line of Cape Passaro 
and the bays of Giarre, Mascoli, and Aci, bright 
as autumn flowers. 

On thie other, the Messinian side, the whole 
mountain-bound coast rears itself up in magnificent 
cliffs and headlands ; broad-breasted Calabria lies 
opposite, and the blue straits between — a won- 
drous panorama, painted as with clear pastel 
colours, so clear and delicate it is ! 

As we turn acute angles up the hill (indeed, we 
turn so often that I come at last not to know my 
right hand from my left), how majestic are those 
buttresses of rock ! Those black ravines and 
sharp-cut rifts ! Those piled-up mountains melt- 
ing into clouds ! What a heaven ! What an 
earth! 

Now I am gazing down upon the calm surface 
of an azure-tinted cove, shut in by tawny rocks. 
A wide, yawning cave-mouth opens at one side 
upon banks of golden sand, where tiny wavelets 
break; a splintered mass of sun-dried limestone 
fills up the centre, and around lie shells and sea- 
weed ; a place altogether for Ariadne, Dido, 
Nausica, or some ethereal presence of the earliest 
time, to be sung by Theocritus or Daphne. 

Nearer the town of Taormina, some four miles 
distant from Giardini, the wildness of the scenery 
is somewhat tamed. I pass stone balustrades pro- 
jecting into space, with seats to rest the traveller 
by the sight of that transcendent landscape. 
Mouldering Roman tombs lie buried in a rank 
growth of sea-pinks, acanthus, audi s-^mx^'^^ -^^^ 
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crumbling ruins rise out of fields of purple flag- 
flowers. A large convent towers above, nobly 
seated on a clifl, in a maze of almond, pepper, 
and magnolia trees, set in a groundwork of bloom- 
ing parterres. This beaut&d convent is appro- 
priated as a dwelling by Mr Rainforth ; but Nature 
is so enthralling that nothing artificial, ancient, 
modem, or mediaeval, has a chance of notice. 

Now we are on a level isthmus-ledge joining the 
two rocky cliffis on which stands modem Taormina 
— altogether, as it were, in air — smaller, indeed, 
than the ancient city, but still faithfully poised on 
the same foundations. 

Siculian first ; next Greek ; Siculian once more ; 
Greek again, under Andromachus, with fugitives 
firom Naxos ; then Roman, Byzantine, Greek, and, 
later, Norman — ^what tales those walls could tell ! 

Behind, wildly flinging themselves upwards, rise 
three tall peaks, as of mountains altogether gone 
mad and raving. 

In the changeful mistiness of an autumn even- 
ing, I fancy these are clouds. Not a bit of it. 
Well-ascertained acclivities, with the vestige of a 
little path upon the lowest, mounting, as it were, 
the skies. 

The nearest peak — of a yellow-grey, splintered 
and cleft like a lump of spar, and so upright that 
it becomes a question how it supports itself — is 
divided into two heads: one thrusting itself for- 
ward headlong over the town, and crowned with 
the battlements of a ruined Norman- Saracenic 
castle ; the other in the rear, carrying the outline 
of a little church, and the vague vestige of a house 
or two; Norman -Saracenic castle and church 
(Madonna della Rocca), both so precisely the tint 
of the rock that it requires time and patience to 
disentangle each, and not to put the whole' down 

a further evidence of mountain insanity. 
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But for a few far-off tufts of spurge and wind- 
torn aloes clinging in distant crevices, I might be 
looking at an outline in Tartarus, so hard and 
vitrified is its surface. 

Upon this rock was the acropolis of ancient 
Naxos. Behind the double peak rises a third 
eccentricity, altogether apart and aerial. This is 
Mola, the old Siculian seat, whence the barbarians 
looked down contemptuously on the fastidious 
Greeks, buzzing like bees in their acropolis below. 

I consider these three rocks dominating Taor- 
mina as a group of monsters. Nothing can 
familiarise me with their repulsive presence. 

Still further back rise lofty mountain - chains, 
cleft by yawning ravines and precipices, their dis- 
torted summits thrusting themselves into the sky. 

I was called on to distinguish the highest point 
as Monte Venere, and I am told that misguided 
tourists from Taormina often reach it. 

I am quite satisfied with the marvels of the 
road. As an " Idle Woman," these mountains on 
the whole rather overwhelm me. I hate climbing, 
and I prefer the beautiful to the terrible in Nature. 

Now, the scenery about Taormina is the acme 
o the terrible. 

The long street of Taormina is filthy, depressing, 
and ruinous. The numerous family groups of all 
nations, picking their way in the mud, are not 
attractive, spite of the fa9ades of Norman-Gothic 
palaces, mediaeval churches, and many a quaint 
" bit " of delicate sculpture. 

To its extremest length — from the Giardini Gate 
to the Porta Tocca, under the mad peaks — this 
street follows the edge of a rocky precipice, from 
which you might drop a plummet-line to the shore 
at Giardini. At the further end is the principal 
inn, facing the south. 

I pass under an archway ixilo a \^^*e.^^ ^o\«.V 
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yard, bounded by a low wall. Straight before me, 
m all its length and breadth, rises Etna. Nothing 
lies between. 

Snow has fallen, and lies thick in the clefts of 
the wooded region round the cone; and white 
clouds, heavy with storms, gather about the crater. 

This is a new phase of the great mountain, less 
varied, but more imposing. On all sides, except 
behind, where the precipices of Mbla and the 
range of Monte Venere shut up the horizon, Etna 
fills the eye. 

Mounting a flight of steps into the hotel, I am 
confirmed in my opinion that the merits of Taor- 
mina are confined altogether to the outside. 

A more wretched, ill-smelling, ill-furnished, cold, 
and draughty caravanserai I never entered. 

As I saw it, it was crammed to overflowing with 
tourists of all nations. French shrieking in the 
passages ; Germans smoking on the stairs ; English 
and Norwegians returning from mountain excur- 
sions, dripping with mud and snow ; Russians 
arriving, swearing, in broken-down landaus, with 
luggage enough to fiimish a house, escorted by a 
troop of expectant boys. The hotel is full of boys 
of all ages, and in all degrees of squalor, ugliness, 
and dirt. 

Now an English party, bags in hand, bar the 
corridor. They are quarrelling over the bill. 

** Ma, padrone, non pago questo chose." 

** Si, si, lo pagherete !" shouts the landlord, in a 
rage ; ** altro che lo pagherete 1 " 

" No, monsieur ; va console Inglese a Messina." 

**A1 diavolo!" roars the landlord, throwing his 
arms in the air ; ** Messina ! We are at Taormina. 
Consuls to the Inferno, me lo pagherete," 
^^And so on, da capo. 

VHK am lodged in a cell downstairs, with one 
^fcbfF> as high as the ceiling. I accept it joy- 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 73 

fully, for it is warm and quiet. The snow on Etna 
has made the air piercing; and in the better 
rooms above, neither doors nor windows close 
properly, and the walls are so thin that, I am 
informed, one unhappy poitrinaire^ who certainly 
must die, keeps an entire floor awake all night 
with coughing. 

The extortionate landlord rushes about in a vain 
attempt to keep order, and grows insolent if you 
remonstrate. 

** You see how full we are," he remarks to me, 
with a grim smile, and a wave of his hand, as if to 
take in all his abominable accommodation. ** I 
have turned away two English families to-day; 
two English milords, you understand ? Taormina 
is full of hotels, Signora. You can accommodate 
yourself elsewhere, if mine does not suit you. Do 
you, or do you not, intend to keep your room at 
the price I demand ? Two gentlemen are now 
waiting on the stairs for your answer, to engage 
it." 

The greasy Sicilian waiters are as unaccom- 
modating as their master, and the hideous boys 
who grin about the ^door are on the look-out to 
rob you. I am continually facing those boys. 
My room being on the basement, I have to take 
an airy turn down a corridor, and up a flight of 
open stairs {al fresco), with Etna grey and freezing 
opposite, to reach the table d'hdte. 

Table d'hdtel Good heavens! The cuisine is 
on a par with the rest of the establishment. 

The company is, like the cuisine, execrable I 
We fight for the dishes, and warm our fingers on 
the plates. It includes a savage-looking, long- 
haired Norwegian, the proprietor of the cough, 
which cough, by the way, only seems to sharpen 
his appetite (a fact naturally provoking to those 
\ie keeps s^wake ; but he ceitainVy m\\ ^\^^\S. >OGa^, 
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is any consolation to them) : a spinster, looking out 
for a matrimonial niche, pities him ; otherwise, I 
can detect nothing but looks of indignation passing 
round the table when he heaps cutlets on his 
plate ; a vulgar German artist and his wife, very 
prominent at meal-times (he is engaged in manu- 
facturing pictures out of '* Rococo " bits) ; and 
a promiscuous crowd of English, French, and 
Germans. 

Fortunately, I have the resource of Mr, Rain- 
forth and his poetic convent on the cliff, embosomed 
in flowery groves ; so, after breakfast, in the teeth 
of a cutting wind straight from the snow-flanks of 
Etna, I pass out of the Saracenic walls of Taor- 
mina, touched up by Charles V. (one continually 
finds oneself vis-a-vis to Charles V, in Sicily), and 
drink countless cups of good warm tea in my 
friend's excellent company. 

I find I am expected to admire various 
architectural "bits" in ragged palaces, a grim 
cathedral spotted with damp and mildew, and 
several other churches in the long straggling 
street — all "Rococo," or Sicilian-Gothic, as Mr. 
Denis calls it — as well as many foliated capitals, 
slender-clustered shafts, ogee arches, and dog- 
tooth mouldings. 

I am also tormented to look at a Naumachia at 
the top of a precipice, which, as being an obvious 
discrepancy, I altogether refuse to do. Indeed, 
Taormina is so ruinous and mangy, and the "bits" 
are so few and far between, and I myself so angry, 
that I decline to go anywhere. 

Even the palace of the Duca di San Stefano, 
with " bits " all over, fails to excite me. I can 
only see the slush and the mud before it, naked 
children and pigs wallowing in the puddles, and 

Herr , the obnoxious German artist, with fly- 

/n^ hair, sitting at his easel, perfectly unmoved, 
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walled in by a solid mass of street humanity, 
fingering him all over and staring. 

It is true that there are other soi-disant hotels, 
but they are much worse. Taormina exists on the 
principle of a rotten borough. Everybody must 
come, and everybody must put up with what he 
finds. A really comfortable hotel would make any 
man's fortune. Will no one try ? 

Along the thin edge of an oHve-wooded preci- 
pice, looking down over cactus- scrub and palmetto, 
sprouting out of holes and crevices, tiny patches 
of green corn, and sheets of flowering almonds — 
all clinging on to the rocks, so as not to fall down 
into the sea — I make my way to the far-famed 
theatre. 

To reach it I must grope through abominable 
alleys, paved with the roughest of stones, mount 
flights of earthy, breakneck steps, or rather frag- 
ments of steps, and pick my way through nastiness 
unutterable. 

At last I reach a wooden gate in a dark corner. 
I know I am right, for I am accosted by a custode 
in official livery. The custode, after opening the 
gate, has the amazing discretion to conceal him- 
self. Jewel of a man ! Would I could immortalise 
him I 

Before me is the theatre, belted by a circuit of 
artificially scooped-out rocks. 

The first glance disappoints me. A unique 
position, I say to myself, but utterly unpoetic. 

Roman red bricks, showing off against white 
marble pillars, amidst a grey loneliness, hung up 
between earth and sky ! Bricks in the same island 
with the amber-tinted blocks of Segeste, creamy- 
pillared Girgenti, and sun - dyed Solunto ! The 
Romans themselves are so modern in Sicily, their 
bricks are but a detail. But nothing can poetise 
bricks! From first to last 1 ca.Titio\. a\yvdi<^iVvtW(\ 
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Nor do 1 forgive this present theatre for re- 
placing the Greek original. It is so stiff and 
commonplace. Guide-books tell me that the stage 
is the best preserved in Europe : this concerns me 
but little. The colours and the architecture are 
neither harmonious nor imposing, and Taormina 
is a spot where Nature is so lavishly prodigal. 
Man must follow suit. 

Behind the proscenium are three arches divided 
by clustered marble pillars. The central arch, or 
royal gate, as it is called, much loftier than the 
side ones, is broken in the midst. 

Between the yawning columns appear the 
glorious sea, the mountains, and Etna. 

The walls are stripped of all ornament. The 
mouth of a channel or passage running beneath 
the stage has been laid bare; also another pass- 
age, crossing this one at right angles, called the 
bronterium, from the brass vessels filled with 
stones, to imitate the thunder, which were kept 
here. 

Of the proscenium or stage itself, probably of 
wood, ninety- seven feet long and thirty-eight feet 
deep, the brick foundations alone remain. 

On either hand are the huge fragments of two 
vaulted halls or temples, or, as some say, " green- 
rooms " for the actors. 

In front is the semi-circular amphitheatre, with 
ranges of seats for four thousand spectators. Few 
of these, cut in the limestone rock, are entire. 

The stucco still clings to the walls of the scena ; 
and white pillars supporting the central arches, 
cutting sharp against the deep red of the bricks, 
may lend themselves to paintings but are fatal to 
prose. How can I make ** bricks " interesting ? 

It is only when I arrive at what was once the 
upper seats, into which the ruined mouths of ten 
7n)itories opeiif th^t the ijl-humour which has 
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possessed me ever since I came to Taormina 
vanishes. 

I stand amidst a universe of blue — blue over 
heaven and sea, and such a sea — with dashes of 
orange, lilac, and purple, as the light falls from 
passing clouds on mighty breakers rolling in 
southward from Greece. 

To the right, Etna, in all the majesty of its 
eleven thousand feet of altitude, cutting the sky as 
sharp as steel, without an intervening cloud, fills 
up the picture. What a world I What memories ! 
Jove's throne, Vulcan's workshop, the Titans* 
prison, the Cyclops' home, Demeter's torch, the 
fiery dungeon of Enceladus, the tomb of Em- 
pedocles ! 

The broad white flanks sweep down into a fertile 
plain dashed with green and veined with black- 
ened lava-streams; towers, towns, villages, con- 
vents, churches on every height, gleaming white 
in the transparent atmosphere. 

Full in this glorious prospect sat the Greek, and 
after him the Roman, to nourish himself at Nature's 
banquet, and drink in the verse of Sophocles or 
Euripides, with a fiery crater for a background ! 
Here he could tell himself that the whole universe 
could offer nothing fairer or more awful. 

Now one last look, and then adieu for ever to 
the sunny capes kissing the sapphire waves, to 
graceful bays basking in loveliness, to the rich 
harmony of yellow strands and tawny rocks, to 
weird, wild heights, and that grey old town crown- 
ing the cliffs, cold and hard against a lemon-tinted 
sky. 

Adieu to the thick, rich turf bordering the ruins; 
to the beds of peas and marigolds, molewort and 
sea-pink, homely buttercups and trailing convol- 
vulus, that paint the ground! Adieu to the shel- 
tering arches under which my foot svoks d.^^'^'vc&.Q^ 
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acanthus and vine leaves, ivy and moss ; where 
the very stones are beautiful, clothed with golden 
lichens; and where spurge and rush, caper and 
fern, aloes and fennel, wreath the ancient tombs ! 

Adieu ! Adieu ! 

As the scene fades before me my thought passes 
on to later times, and dwells on two episodes in 
the changing history of Taormina. 

Greek has been succeeded by Roman, Roman 
by Byzantine, and now rocky Taormina is the last 
stronghold in Sicily, with the exception of Castro 
Giovanni (Enna), which holds out against the 
Saracens. 

Ibrahim, the Saracen Emir, is on the road from 
Palermo to conquer it ; and Byzantine Leo, called 
the Philosopher, far away on a remote throne at 
Constantinople, instead of sending an army to 
oppose him, is building church ?s and monasteries 
on the Bosphorus. 

Leo can think of nothing better than to despatch 
a certain Eastern bishop to Taormina, called St. 
Elia, eighty years old, and certainly childish, to 
defend it by his prayers. 

St. Elia prays, kneeling in the middle of the 
narrow street, bound in chains, and attired in his 
drawers. He does not exhort the soldiers to fight, 
but to cleanse themselves from sin ; nevertheless, 
he evokes the memory of Grecian Epaminondas 
and of Roman Scipio, and prophesies destruction 
to everyone. 

"See," cries this episcopal Cassandra, **what 
rivers of blood flow through these streets 1 Behold 
the corpses of the Greeks upon these stones I The 
infidel is on the road I He is coming ! He is here ! " 

)But no attention is paid to St. Elia by the 
Byzantine garrison ; and, after a vain defence, im- 
bregnable Taormina is taken by Ibrahim's soldiery 
to the fierce shoui of " Ak bar Allah ! " 
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" This," says Amari, " happened on a Sunday, 
the ist of August, a.d. 910." 

But even as the Mussulman had robbed Sicily 
whole and entire from the Goth, so in turn he 
was to yield it whole and entire to another foe. 

When the victorious banner of Count Roger de 
Hauteville waved over the rocks of Taormina, and 
the Norman knights and squires assembled in 
thanksgiving within the Gothic cathedral of San 
Niccolo, Sicily was Norman ! 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Where is Antonio? -Round Etna— The Black Countrf— 
Towns and People— The Ascent — Desolation — A Feudal 
Castle— The Descent— An Awful Road— Welcome to 
Maniace. 

I WAS to be met at Piedimonte, one 
station on from Giardini, by a vettu- 
rino, to take me to Maniace. 

Now, to start fair with my readers, 
I must explain that Maniaceis a house, 
and not the Byzantine General his- 
torically renowned in the eleventh century. Man- 
iace, the house, lies immediately under the further 
side of Etna, eight miles from Bront6. The site 
has retained the name from a neighbouring town 
founded in honour of General George, patron of 
the Normans, and commander of the Byzantine 
armies after Behsarius and Narses. 

From Maniace, General, the site after eighteen 
centuries passed to Nelson, Admiral, in gift from 
the king of the Two Sicilies. Now it is possessed, 
together with the title of Duke of Bronte, by 
Viscount Bridport, his lineal descendant. 
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To arrive in time at Piedimonte I rise at three 
a.m. Hours are early in Sicily ; the express 
train generally starts about four, more or less 
punctually. 

When I descended on the Piedimonte platform 
I looked round. There was the usual allowance 
of tumble -down fiacres and one decent - looking 
landau. Into this I was lightly stepping, when a 
voice from the box arrested me. 

** Signora ! " the voice cried, ** this is the carriage 
of Signor Gregorio : I am waiting for him. You 
cannot use it." 

"Are you not Antonio, who is to take me to 
Maniace?" I asked. 

** No, I am not Antonio," very sulky this time 
the voice. " I do not know him. I am Signor 
Gregorio's coachman. No one shall take liberties 
with my master's carriage." 

I turned round aghast to the porter carrpng my 
bags, and beheld Furiosa's eyes flashing and her 
mouth wide open, preparing for a fight with the 
coachman of Signor Gregorio, 

** Be silent, Maria, and look after the luggage," 
I said. ** Where is Antonio, porter ? " 

** I do not know, Signora." 

" Where does he live ? " 

** Up in Piedimonte ; " and the porter pointed to 
a dark crown of buildings somewhere among the 
clouds. 

** How am I to get to Maniace if Antonio is not 
here ? " I asked, feeling plainly I was to be pitied. 

The porter, a good-natured man, and sorry for 
me, suggested calling the Impiegato. The station- 
master, or impiegato, leaving his desk, came, and 
with most humane eyes sympathised. 

** How can I find Antonio ? I am going to stay 
with the Signor Duca at Maniace. Here are my 
boxes: what am I to do ? " 
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The impiegato suggested patience and the waiting- 
room. 

** Yes," said I ; " but patience will not get me to 
Maniace, forty miles on the other side of Etna, 
before night. Antonio was to be here when the 
train arrived at eleven. It is now twelve, and he 
is not come." 

" I will do anything for you that I can," said 
the polite official. "I am very sorry the Signora 
is disappointed. It is a long journey to Maniace, 
all uphill for at least thirty miles, round the back 
of Etna, and the road is freshly mended with lava. 
The weather, too, is cold and stormy " 

I had always dreaded this expedition to Maniace. 
Etna looked so grey and deathlike from Taormina : 
three parts covered with snow, the rest as black 
as ink. And there was a chance, at any moment, 
of another storm coming on, and the road being 
blocked up. 

But the Duchess had sent three telegrams. In 
the last she had said, that " Antonio would be in 
waiting for me at Piedimonte at eleven o'clock on 
that day, Thursday/' Now; who Antonio was I 
did not know, only that he was to take me to 
Maniace. 

** I am very sorry for you, Signora," repeated 
the polite impiegatOf reflectively. ** Come into my 
room ; there is a fire." 

Just as I was turning my back on the road, the 
jingling of harness and of horse-hoofs was heard 
coming in haste through an olive wood lying 
between the station and the shore. 

** That is Antonio's young man," said the impie- 
gatOy brightening up most sympathetically, and 
pointing to a half- naked figure astride a bare- 
backed horse with a gigantic bridle. 

Antonio's young man, a boy, arrives breathless^ 
leaps down, hitches up his faWirvg Uow^^x^^ ^il^Qi 
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fkshion (by this time all the personnel of the station 
is collected round me and Furiosa), and thus 
delivers himself: — 

**Sor' Antonio is coming up with the carriage 
directly. He makes excuses to the Excellency for 
being late." 

The boy is panting, the thin bony horse panting 
also. 

" Why is Antonio not here ? " I ask indignantly, 
forgetting that in Sicily no one ever is where he 
ought to be, or ever answers a question except 
with a lie. 

" I do not know," says the boy, too young to be 
inventive. 

It is well past twelve o'clock before a rattling 
of wheels is heard coming very fast through the 
same olive wood. 

"Antonio is certainly on the road now," says 
the kind impiegatOy who still hovers about me bene- 
volently. Meanwhile, he has had my modest trunk 
removed within the rails of the platform, away from 
the beggars, who, at intervals all through this scene, 
have been rushing at me as much as they dare. 

A travel- worn landau now appears, dashing up 
to the gates, and Antonio announces himself by 
throwing down the reins and springing from the 
box. He is not in the least affected by all the 
trouble he has given, and, whip in hand, smiles at 
me serenely. 

"Why were you not here at eleven?" I ask, as 
the modest trunk is being lashed on behind. ** The 
Duchess telegraphed * eleven precisely.' " 

"Signora," says Antonio, taking off his hat, 
" I was slightly incommoded, and one of my horses 
went lame. But we have plenty of time." 

All this I knew to be lies ; but, cut hmo ? When 
3. whole population lies, one cannot reproach an 
/ndlvidual. 
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"At what hour shall we arrive ?" 

"About nightfall." (Now, as we are in the 
month of March, this may mean anything.) 

" Is it safe ? " I ask next, 

" Perfectly, Signora. I drove the Signor Duca 
down last week without an escort. But the roads 
are newly mended with lava, and are very heavy ; 
we must go generally at a walking pace. The 
Signora must be prepared for this. Pray let us 
start." 

"We should have been half-way up Etna by 
this time but for you," puts in Furiosa, with the 
air of a war-horse scenting battle. " All very fine 
to talk of * starting,' when the Signora has been 
waiting for you more than an hour." 

This reproach Antonio affects not to hear. 
With a masterful roll of his dark eyes, and the 
mere shadow of a smile on his lips, he hands me 
into the carriage, Furiosa grumbling in her native 
tongue, and the bags follow. 

There are three horses: one in front, tandem 
fashion, inclined throughout the journey to be dis- 
cursive, and to peep over precipices ; the others 
immovably steady. The ragged boy is, I find, to 
accompany us, stationed behind on my box. I 
may mention, en passant, that that boy utterly ruins 
my bo:?c, reducing its surface to a pulpy substance 
with the stamping of his naked feet. When we 
go up hill he runs beside us ; when we go down 
he stamps on the lid. 

His eyes wait on the Padrone : he is continually 
fiddling with the harness, adjusting the bits, or 
smoothing the reins. When he lags behind, 
Antonio whistles to him ; and when beside him 
he discourses in the Sicilian dialect with an air 
of benignant superiority. 

Up the slopes of Etna we laboui \>^j ^. ta^-l^^ 
route to the town oi Piedimonte. Ks ^X ^^ox- 
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mina, the station is on the shore, quite irrespective 
of the town. The day is grey, misty and squally. 
Now and then the wind sweeps oflf the clouds in 
the valleys, and a dash of lurid light illumines 
mountain bases along a rocky river - bed ; but our 
general outlook is murky. Taormina to the right, 
and Etna to the left, are hopelessly veiled. 

I hear the Fiume Freddo dashing down as we 
labour up hill. The river Cantara and its bridge 
we leave to our right. The Cantara and the 
Fiume Freddo are the two principal outlets of 
the snows of Etna on this side. The Cantara 
debouches at Giardini ; the Fiume Freddo runs 
down to the sea at Piedimonte station. Its icy 
waters are said to be poisonous. At any rate, the 
trout and eels do not think so, as I came to know 
at Maniace. 

We fly across the high arches of an old bridge 
(the Ponte della Disgraziata), over the parapet of 
which our tandem horse, dangerously reflective, 
gazes into the foaming waters. Antonio, an ad- 
mirable driver, suitably admonishes now, and on 
every other occasion, this misplaced curiosity. 
The Fiume Freddo is one of the mountain streams 
said to have sprung from the blood of Acis. In 
its whirling current down Etna's side we picture 
the beautiful shepherd ever fleeing from the terrible 
Polyphemus. 

Now we pass altogether into a black lava world. 
The road is black as the country, and so continues 
all day. The stones piled up to mend it are black 
also. The vineyards are terraced in rich black 
earth. The rocks are black ; ravines, clifiis, valleys, 
boulders, precipices, black also. A few orange- 
grounds and olive-woods, and those omnipresent 
cacti, bursting through stony limits, dash the 
sombre earth for a little way with colour ; then 
these also vanish. 
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Terraced vineyards are everywhere — above, be- 
low, at hand. The lava earth is precious for good 
wine. The sun darts down upon the metallic 
soil, giving the grapes that much-approved burnt 
flavour. 

Every foot of ground is utilised for vines. On 
the most inaccessible rocks, under the very snows 
of Etna, on the edge of Tartarean lava-streams, 
invading the bounds of mighty chestnut and oak 
forests, I can spy out vineyards. 

The industry is marvellous. The cleanness of 
the ground, the healthiness of the plants, show 
this. No dolce far niente for the poor peasant here, 
as in the sunny gardens of the sea-shore. Hard 
work and patient labour are needful to draw wine 
from this lava-smitten soil. 

Piedimonte, built of lava, is a wretched, poverty- 
stricken town of one-storied houses ; the roofs 
strapped down, as it were, ready for avalanches 
of snow or fire. 

We pass through the single street at full gallop, 
Antonio lashing the tandem horse into a flying 
madness. The beggars have no chance. Outside, 
we mount again at a foot-pace. 

Quite a different population this from the sea- 
board; thin, hard-featured, leather-skinned pea- 
sants, quite Scotch in their ugliness. A sad-eyed 
child, her head bound by a thick red cloth (any 
scrap of available clothing is always piled on the 
head), looks up at me with pitiful eyes, as she trails 
along upon her naked feet, dragging a heavy axe 
behind her. Does she want a penny, that little 
maid ? or is her pathetic gaze but the sadness of 
poverty? A father, in knee-breeches and blue 
stockings and a ragged coat, with a wallet at his 
back, followed by two pinched, hungry-faced boys, 
trudge painfully, barefooted, through sharp stones. 
Where is that father bound for ? IxvtoxV^ ^-^^'c.^'vs. 
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before us ; the terrible crater on one side ; boulders 
of lava as big as houses beside the road. 

Always ascending, we reach" a second squalid- 
looking town, Linguagrossa, built also of lava. 
Linguagrossa Tso named from its ugly dialect) is 
seventeen hundred feet above the sea ! 

Linguagrossa, backed by the dark line of forests, 
is bad ; but it is better than Piedimonte.* There 
are carved balconies to the windows, bringing 
with them just a suspicion of rustic Rosinas, 
guitars, castenets, and moonlit nights; and the 
one long, wide street is full of people staring. 
Whether it is difestay I know not. 

I find melancholy children, not incidental, but 
indigenous. Blue and black eyes of every shade 
are turned upon me imploringly, 

Mr. Antonio, however, flies along whenever he 
can, profiting by every inch of level ground to 
push on his horses. He is saluting friends with his 
whip all the way. When he meets an acquaint- 
ance, the ragged boy hanging on behind performs, 
as I discover to my cost, acrobatic feats on the lid 
of my box. These raise a languid smile upon the 
sad faces of the peasants. 

More barren and more wintry grow the accli- 
vities of Etna. 

As we mount upwards, we penetrate into shift- 
ing mist- clouds almost palpable ; lava ridges break 
out of the snow, the woods over our heads are 
white and hoary, and the small cones and extinct 
craters upheave beside us. 

Beyond Linguagrossa even the lava vineyards 
little by little fall away, and are succeeded by 
small hazel-woods, as green and nutty-lookii^g as 
Berkshire copses. Like these, they are cut for 
burning, leaving the tufted roots mossy and ver- 
dant. Not only hazel-woods, but silver birch, 

* Since the last eruption, Linguagrossa will not look so welL 
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and the grass being sprinkled with familiar prim- 
roses and milkwort. The sight of these May 
flowers and the quaint copses, along with the 
cloudiness and the greyness, and the keen, damp 
air beating in my face, comes to me like a vision 
of home and of England ! 

We are always mounting, always at a foot- 
pace, and always on the surface of a black road 
newly laid with lava ; a very disagreeable process, 
I can declare from experience. 

You must love your friends very much to reach 
them forty miles over a lava-bed. 

The erratic boy is the only bright object in the 
ghastly landscape. He vaults- up and down like 
a monkey, laughs to himself, sings, whistles, runs, 
and leaps beside the horses, chatters incessantly 
to Antonio, and turns wheels at the corners of the 
road. 

As the scene grows more and more desolate and 
involved with accumulating lava, the boy becomes 
more and more discursive, and Antonio increas- 
ingly condescending. Towards me he maintained 
a civil, but rigid, demeanour. On every subject 
except the ** Duca" I find him impenetrable. 

As to talking with the Furiosa, I never dream of 
it. She regards the whole journey with jaundiced 
eyes, and herself as a victim to circumstances. 

If I speak, I know she will complain, so I hold 
my peace. 

We are rising painfully round the flanks of 
the mighty volcano crater, of which we can see 
nothing but an impenetrable wall of mist. 

Above us, piercing through the snow, the lower 
spurs of the wooded region of Etna follow us. I 
can see the skeletons of huge trees lining the sides 
of sombre cliflfs and snow-clad gorges. 

The clouds sweep across even this limited view, 
and now and then we are favouied b^ ^ nv^^^x 



f 
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snowstorm. In spite of the upraised hood, it 
beats coldly in our faces. Furiosa, with indig- 
nant glances, heaps shawls upon her head. I 
draw my sealskin closer round me. 

Still mounting ! Antonio will give no certain 
information. It is about three o'clock now; he 
always says we shall be at the summit in an 
" oretta/' (They will go out of their way here to 
invent a lie rather than answer a question.) 

How cold it is ! Snow patches beside the road, 
and lying about in the little English copses. I do 
not put my wraps on my head, like the Furiosa — 
fortunately she has dozed off to sleep — but I am 
glad to cover myself as with bedclothes. 

Now and then the clouds lift a little to our 
right, and I can espy a deep, deep valley, mapped 
out on the further side by purple mountains. 

This is the upper valley of the Cantara, cleaving 
asunder lava beds, as it thunders downward to the 
sea at Piedimonte. 

On the further side of Etna, the Simeto, rending 
apart green downs and tossed-up hillocks, cuts 
deep into the mountain-flanks, and flows drowsily 
into the sea through the great plain of Catania. 

On every side mountains rise over our heads — 
grave, sombre, repulsive. 

They might be of cast-iron but for the scaly 
patches, here and there, of coarse grass and brown 
moss: a scene such as Dante dreamed for his 
Inferno — where the dead earth is bound in a 
black winding-sheet ! 

The sight of Randazzo, a small mediaeval town, 
is a great relief, the houses massed upon a conical 
hill, like a background of Masaccio or Ghirland- 
ajio. 

You enter it through a wall and a gate — quite 

refreshing, I assure you, after a sea of lava waves. 

Yonder are the ruins of a feudal castle, perched 
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on a rock; and there are human beings in the 
narrow streets and shops — a living world in fact, 
the existence of which I began to doubt, as we 
crawled up the naked sides of Etna. 

Randazzo anjnvhere would be an interesting 
little place ; how much more here, amid the weari- 
ness induced by lava ! 

In the time of Count Roger, it was a great 
centre of Norman - Saracenic annals. The en- 
circling walls and towers, the castle, and sculp- 
tured house-fronts, with pointed doors and ogee 
windows, announce the period. 

The Emperor Frederick II., bom of a Norman 
mother, and, through her. King of Sicily, christened 
Randazzo ** iEtnea " — not the first city so named, 
as I shall have to tell hereafter. The Great Crater 
is only twelve miles distant. 

For a little space the earth laughs back at us, 
in gardens and fruit grounds. There are vine- 
yards and fig-trees, and prickly pear and aloes 
make hedges for tiny fields, which men are tilling. 

Deep below rises ridge upon ridge of mountains 
(I can count seven), opening into as many valleys, 
towards the centre of the island. But all is so 
dim and shadowy, that these mountains might be 
grey clouds, or tne grey clouds mountains ! 

Nothing is positive but that black mystery over 
our heads, and the black road before us. 

Antonio, now grown into a mass of overcoats and 
capes, is dull and silent. I would not insinuate that 
he is dozing, but, if not, his immobility is amazing. 

The tandem horse, resigned now, and incurious 
as an ancient wheeler, scents the keen air with 
upturned ears, and goes on his way subdued and 
patient. The boy still runs beside the wheel when 
the road allows it, but runs as one whose legs are 
weary. 

Whenever I interrogate Antomo a.^ X-O >Jw^ X\^- 
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campieri (rural guards), in a sort of Tyrolese 
uniform, and servants, male and female, a score. 

Coming out of the cold black night, I am fairly 
dazed. Kind words of welcome mix themselves 
up in my brain with the windy shouts of Etna 
and the rush of many waters. My knees barely 
support me as, on the Duca's arm, I mount the 
stairs to the ** piano nobile." 

What luxury and warmth ! A large room (the 
old refectory), square, and full of colour, half hall, 
half parlour, filled with the scent of flowers. 
Great logs are blazing on the hearth; a piano, 
pictures over consoles, vases of spring daffodils 
and wood hyacinths, hats and gloves ranged on 
a table against a wall, a letter-box, sofas with dogs 
asleep on them, dogs also wandering about inclined 
to bite, a long vista of convent corridors, lighted 
by ranges of lamps, leading to bedrooms — all is so 
strangely English, yet so foreign — a comfortable 
mansion, evolved out of a mediaeval monastery, 
with that mountain desolation outside. 

Specially noticeable is the ducal family in the 
foreground. Alec, without his lantern, resplendent 
in evening dress ; the Duca, tall and aristocratic ; 
the young ladies, lovely ; the Duchessa, in a pink 
dress — all arrayed for dinner. The whole party 
are so smart and trim, that I am suddenly over- 
come with shame at my own appearance — my 
wind-scorched face, my old torn dress, my battered 
hat, with Jhe feathers all on end, and that inde- 
scribable all-pervading ** crumpledness " conse- 
quent on a long journey. 

How dreadful ! ** Come in here and be quiet," 
says her Grace, moving about the room like a 
bright domestic bee. (I am so giddy with the 
light and the heat, and the sound of many voices, 
that I can hardly stand.) In her own hearty way, 
^^mrJuch has so agreeably affected me ever since we 
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were girls together, she drags me off into the 
drawing-room, presenting itself to me at that 
moment as the most gorgeous apartment I ever 
saw, and shuts the door. I still, however, hear 
the voices of the party I have left in the saloon. 

** Do leave Gru alone ! " says A ; ** he *s so 

comfortable under a shawl." 

" No, no ! " cries dark-eyed R , apparently 

in the act of depriving Gru of his shawl, for 
sundry low growls reach my ear; **it is a bad 
habit. Go away, Gru ! Downstairs, sir ! " 

** Did the crushing-machine work well, sir ? " 
asks Alec, my friend of the lantern, of his father, 
shut out of his own drawing-room by the abrupt 
kindness of the Duchess. 

** Capitally," replies the Signor Duca ; ** it went 
up hill in splendid form." 

" And the stones, papa ? " asks a fresh young 

voice, I know is charming R 's. ** How many 

stones did you break with your own hands ? " 

" You may judge by my gloves ; they are all in 
holes. Mend them for me, my dear ! " A general 
laugh follows. 

All this time I am telling the Duchess, who has 
gradually peeled me out of my wraps, like an 
apple of its rind, all about my journey. She is 
afraid of nothing. The deluge would not alarm 
her. She would simply put on her waterproof and 
goloshes, and go out and look for the ark. 

I thought the driving round Etna, in mist and 
hail and snow, in an open carriage, a great feat ; 
but she laughs at it. 

** Lord I we shall soon teach you not to mind 
that at Maniace ! " 

" But it was quite dark ! and torrents, too, over 
the road ; why, the wheels quite hissed through 
them ! " 

At this she only laughs the mote. 
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Alec, from behind the door, and R , " If you 

do that again, I 'U ! " 

A scuffle in the next room, peals of laughter, 
the door opens, and the Duke walks in, 

** I wanted to look after those new pigs, but I 
can*t. It is nearly dinner-time. Look at me." 

** Yes," says the Duchess, ** and not dressed." 

I jump up. Dinner-time, and dress! Good 
heavens ! Dress — after forty miles* jolting over 
lava I Can I do it ? 

** Come along, my dear," says her lively Grace ; 
" unpack your boxes and make yourself respect- 
able." This said with a glance at my head. 

**Yes," I say, vaguely. **Yes, respectable for 
dinner," and I follow her down the monastic 
gallery to my room, thinking how on earth I 
shall get Furiosa to do it, or whether I can do 
it myself. 

Of course I must. How can I present myself, 
with my head in its present condition, at dinner, 
before the Duke and Duchess, the young ladies, 
and all the servants ? 

Well, I shut my door, and shuffle off my clothes. 
What does one not do in desperation ? 

I drag everything out of the box. I strew the 
floor. 

Furiosa, frozen with cold, and with many shawls 
gathered upon her head, stands by stony. She is 
incapable of help, and inclined to wrath ; but just 
arrived in a ** casa ducale," she restrains herself. 

Finally, I am turned out, as from a hag — well 
shaken up and dusted. But my hair is impossible. 
I twist it, I coax it. No use ! 

One cannot sleep en coiffure^ yet up at three a.m., 

travel in wind and rain from that hour until eight 

p.m., and then expect one's hair to arrange itself! 

This affair of my hair depresses me, also the red- 

^ess of my nose. 
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I hear the Duke and Duchess in the next room 
laughing heartily. Are they laughing at me ? At 
my hair ? my old black dress ? Why else should 
they laugh ? 

What a fool self-consciousness makes one ! Is 
it likely that the Duke and Duchess, the most 
good-natured people in the world, should laugh 
at a guest they have invited to their mountain 
home? 

What a donkey I am ! What a donkey anyone 
is who fancies other people trouble their heads 
about them. Everybody has so much to do, so 
many subjects of interest ; there are so many 
highways and bjnvayS in individuals, in families, 
in societies ; such a narrow circle round each 
entity, that the moment you are out of sight 
you are as clean forgotten as though you never 
existed ! 

All I remember of the evening is, that, though 
painfully sleepy, I contrive to listen to what Alec 
is saying to the Duke about a murderer who rents 
a farm near the house, and who went away in the 
morning, after much litigation. 

No one seems to care at all about the murderer, 
not even R . 

The Duchess, who evidently sees a vista of 
repentance and conversion, is, I think, sorry that 
he is dispossessed. The Signor Duca only asks 
Alec ** if he has paid his rent." 

Now I must mention that Alec (I cannot tell 
you how nice he is) is his father's alter ego, and 
permanent agent at Maniace. The Duke and 
Duchess and lovely young ladies being here only 
on a chance visit. 

It is Sunday. While morning service is going 
on in the saloon, read out by the Duke to the 
family, including the English servants, and the 
courier, Mr. Curzon, a very impoiVanX. ^et^atL^%<i^ 
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and much more imposing than the Signer Duca, 
I will note my impressions. 

At Maniace, Etna towers over everything. It 
dominates us like a deity. Its presence forms a 
part and parcel of our daily life, as much as food 
or sleep or motion. 

The lines, too few and simple for absolute 
beauty, are utterly overwhelming. A dazzling 
cone, perfectly shadowless, pinnacles against a 
cold, blue sky. Beneath the cone, close at hand, 
one dark horizontal line of bank cuts across it. 
This bank is the ** Balzo,'' an accumulation of 
ancient lava beds, rent with crevices and grottoes, 
and sprinkled with a sober verdure. That is all. 

What a mystery between those lines — the white 
crater and the dark Balzo ! What treasures of 
sighing waters, dancing cascades, verdant glens, 
sombre pine woods, fair lawns thick sown with 
Alpine flowers, moss and ferns, basaltic back- 
grounds, ;yawning gulfs, and mountain paths 
exquisite in lonely beauty, covering, as with a 
slight glaze, a hidden world of subterranean fire 1 
And such a world! grim - Satanic, awe -struck, 
terrible with the crashing of earth's pillars, and 
black with the reflex of extinct flames ! a world 
of thunder-roar, earthquake, whirlwind, and ava- 
lanche; birth of a thousand deaths, germ of an 
infinite variety of life, cut off" and annihilated ! 

But one day ago, I had passed through that mys- 
terious region — ^looked down into those bottomless 
chasms, and lingered on the ledge of volcanoes ; 
and now where are they ? 

I have seen Etna all round — on the eastern 
side from Calabria, on the south from Catania 
and its plain, and from Syracuse like a monstrous 
cloud — but nowhere is it so stupendous as at 

•Maniace. 
^ That Etna should therefore, like King Charles's 
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head in Dickens's story, mix itself up with our 
daily life, is not astonishing. 

If we have a nightmare, it is Etna ! 

If, at dinner-time, it is announced that the cone 
is visible, we all rush from the table, fling open 
the windows, and stare at it with eyes and opera- 
glasses. If the moon shines clear on it at night, 
still greater excitement ! Conducted by the courier, 
Mr. Curzon — dress- coat, watch and chain, and 
quite the gentleman, who also, like Etna, mixes 
himself up in all our life and doings — and escorted 
by a bevy of dogs, we all tumble over each other 
downstairs, and precipitate ourselves outside. If 
Etna condescends to show itself continuously for 
many hours, we seize on chairs and benches under 
the tuft of trees in front of the house, and sit 
gazing. 

If it veils its head in cloud and mist, as is too 
often the case, we are miserable. Her Grace goes 
to a certain window in the dining-room every five 
minutes, to report progress. Mr. Curzon fidgets 
in and out incessantly, always closing the door 
with a bang, while Alec and the Signer Duca 
discuss the chances of lifting clouds and currents 
of wind. 

At Maniace life is a blank without Etna. One 
March day, after much bad weather and conse- 
quent disappearance of the presiding deity, when 
the sun did come out, turning the cone into marr 
vellous crystallisation of a seraphic whiteness, we 
all saluted each other in a burst of ecstasy. 

As in the East, at break of day, the word is 
passed round, ** Rejoice ! it is Easter ! " so we 
pass round the word — A to K , Mr. Cur- 
zon to the Signor Duca, for once caught napping 
over the Times j Alec generally, and the servants 
to each other — ** Rejoice ! there is Etna ! " 

Eveii in continuous snow and hail, ia.m ^.tAIo^^ 
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the fact of its sublime presence cannot be ovet- 
looked. There it is, like destiny, dominating the 
storm-clouds. 

The long, low, many-windowed house, with a 
fine old Norman church and Norman outbuildings 
attached, lies chill and grey, under the shadow of 
green downs; and rushing waters, dashing over 
mossy stones, sing everlasting melodies to the 
moated walls. 

Behind, there is the old convent garden, where 
tulips and hyacinths, violets and daffodils, snow- 
drops and Turk's-head, crowd into beds of antique 
patterns. The trees, mulberry and walnut, with 
big bare limbs, are much exercised by the wind. 
A donkey is tethered under one of them, on a bit 
of grass, hee-hawing agreeably. 

Gru's kennel is attached to another tree, and 
Gru is solacing himself with barking. 

In the centre there is a worm-eaten quadrant, 
rising out of lavender and herbs ; four little foun- 
tains are trickling at the four comers, very chary 
of water ; and lilacs and guelder roses shut in the 
whole. Behind there are a bakehouse, a wash- 
house, and a woodhouse, to all of which I am 
conducted by her active Grace. 

Maniace is at the confluence of many rivers. 
One of them is the Simento, on which lies Cent- 
orbi, a Siculian centre of Ducetius. 
, Each river opens out chains of green rounded 
heights, and each height divides itself into long 
lines of green valleys, sad and silent as the grave. 
Through these I walk with the Signor Duca, 
amongst weeds and stones and mossy grass. Afar, 
on the summits, are ancient oak forests, dimly 
visible, and here and there a dolomitic crag 
uprises, as if in mockery of the level green. 

What scenes of idyllic loveliness these un- 
trodden vaileys hold, who can say ? Only Etna, 
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looking over into the heart of the earth's secrets, 
knows ! 

To me it all comes as a wilderness of primeval 
beauty — a sort of **no man's land," exquisitely 
attractive. 

In one of my many walks among the valleys, 
the Signor Duca points out to me a dark, isolated 
rock beside a river-bank. 

"That," says he, **is called the * Saracen's 
Rock;' and there was gained a famous victory. 
We take our name from that spot, the site of a 
B5''zantine city." 

The mention of a city brings me to General 
George Maniace. 

On this very spot, eight miles from Bronte, 
where stands that huge splintered rock beside the 
river, about a mile from the house proper. General 
George beat the Saracens, and founded a city, 
named after himself. 

It was in the eleventh century, Leo the Philo- 
sopher, and, later, Michael Palaeologus, reigning 
at Constantinople ; and Sicily become a Byzantine 
province. 

Belisarius had been fighting here, afterwards 
Narsees — ^both trying their hand against the omni- 
potent Goths. 

Now it is the Saracens. General George was a 
very famous soldier, although the British public 
know nothing more of him than as a castle at 
Syracuse and a house appendage to an English 
peerage. 

To me he is interesting, as the first commander 
who seriously appreciated the nascent qualities of 
the Normans. . 



8* 
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CHAPTER XVL 

-"Too 

H E murderer is back in hie farm. 
Alec has sent for the Guardia pub- 
licha (police) from Bronte. We can 
see him — not Alec, but the murderer 
— a dark figure, going in and out of 
his door, on a tract of moorland 
under the shadow of the Balso. He shares our 
attention all the morning with Etna. We have 
been studying both at intervals with opera- 
glasses, out of the dining-room window. 

It is very cold to-day ; everything sparkling like 
sugar crystals, under a steely sun. Furiosa is in 
her tempers — shut up in her room with a large 
brazier of charcoal. 

After calling to her many times to come and 
dress me, and indeed running down the long cor- 
ridor in a dishevelled condition to batter at her 
door, she emerges at last, prepared for battle. 

I can do nothing all the morning but watch the 
Duchess in the garden, in her waterproof. Now 
she is thrashing Gru for killing a drake. Bino of 
the lion head — Alec's pet — meanwhile attacks ihe 
tethered donkey, and is mauling him in style. In 

an instant her Grace turns on Bino, while R , 

with her large black eyes and upturned face, her 
graceful coaxing ways, and womanly form, is 
pleading for both the dogs. 

But R pleads in vain. 

The Duchess is inexorable as Fate. Condign 
punishment is administered by herself on Bino, 
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assisted by Mr. Curzon, metamorphosed for the 
time being into a Sicilian peasant, in attendance 
on the Duke, just arrived from the carpenter's 
shed. 

I am invited by the young ladies to drive. But 
on the appearance of a black horse, called Baleno 
(Lightning), harnessed to a basket - carriage, I 
vehemently declare that " I prefer walking." It is 
quite true. I prefer walking at all times — and 
now! 

Fancy the hippogrifF, on whose back Rinaldo 
rode to the moon, in harness, and you have 
Baleno ! 

He inaugurates his appearance by rising on his 
hind legs, and pawing in the air ; then he kicks, 
bounds, and plunges. 

A campiere in uniform, who drives him from 
the stable, winks at me, and whispers, " Capriccioso, 
ma buono.** I reply, without the wink, **Demonior* 

The Duchess, in her waterproof, looks on quite 
composedly. The sweet young ladies prepare to 
get into the carriage, during a partial cessation 

of kicks and bounds. A , I see, is to drive ; 

R to sit beside her; the campiere to perch 

behind, and intervene in case of danger. 

** Good God ! Duchess, do you mean to say the 
girls are going out with that fearful animal ? " 

I feel that a look of horror is on my face. The 
Duchess bursts into her merry laugh, echoed by 

A and R . (A is now oscillating on 

the seat ; the other sister holding on, and not yet 
able to put her foot on the step.J Imaginary flies 
seem at this moment to drive Baleno mad He 
is tossing his head wildly from side to side, and 
switching his tail. Very imaginary flies indeed ! 
It is so cold that I am clapping my hands together 
to keep them warm, while I stand staring. I never 
do anything else at Maniace but state* 



I 
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Now A has the reins in hand. Brave girl ! 

R , her petticoats a mass of mud, is beside 

her ; both are quite unmoved and smiHng at me. 
The Duchess, surrounded by dogs, smiles also. 
The campiere vaults into his seat behind, like an 
acrobat. A rear, a bound, a dash, and they rattle 
through the portone, and fly, rather than gallop, 
up the only road to the Balzo. 

** How can you ? " I ask, gazing reproachfully 
at the Duchess, then at the fading prospective of 
the girls, already quite small in the distance. 

" Lord, my dear 1 What a fool you are ! We 
drive out with Baleno every day. I have stayed 
at home for you. Don't talk nonsense ! " 

" Nonsense ! Hum ! If I hear " etc., etc. 

Exeunt into the garden. Duchess laughing, 
siurrounded by dogs barking, myself wearing a 
serious visage. 

Scene changes. The garden. 

The Signor Duca — very tall, upright, and hand- 
some — striding up and down among the flower 
borders, in company with his son Alec, discoursing 
eloquently about the stone- crusher — a machine 
newly imported from England. 

Scene closes. 

Night approaches. Dinner (and what a good 
one !) — and to bed. Scene opens. 

Etna throned in amazing majesty. Much snow 
has fallen ; and its flanks are blazing white down 
to the Balzo. Nothing to distract the eye — 
nothing to confuse the brain — nothing to hinder 
infinite contemplation ! There are some dark 
far-off stains near the crater, as if Typhon had 
escaped, and these were his footsteps. 

We all spend the entire morning under the 
dazzling splendour of ** the Presence.'* 

In the house it is dark and chill, spite of huge 
wood fireS; and pretty, graceful R hovering 
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about ; and Alec occasionally refreshing us with 
the sight of his slim legs and neat knickerbockers. 

I feel I eat too much, and I resolve to reform ; 
but every time I sit down, I break my resolution. 
The cuisine is so good, and I am so hungry ! 

It is a well-furnished board. The Signor Duca 
does the honours gracefully; the Duchess picks 
.like a bird, and laughs and talks. The young 
ladies, as sweet as flowers in May, have delicate 
appetites ; and Alec — well, I cannot put down in 
print all I think of Alec. 

The only discord is Alec's French vine grower, or 
sub-factor, who, through the kindness of her Grace, 
is admitted. This man is coarse, contradictory, 
and ill-dressed. The ducal pair, perfect in the sim- 
plicity of their high breeding, inspire him with no 
respect whatever. They are too good-hearted to 
assert themselves, especially with inferiors. 

After lunch we take a long walk to the Bos- 
chetto : the Duke mounted on a very small 
donkey, his feet touching the ground ; Alec 
brandishing my shawl like a star-spangled banner 

in the breeze; R showing her well-turned 

ankles in the neatest of walking boots ; and I — I 
tear a flounce early in the entertainment, and 
have to hold it up, also my dress, and a pair of 
goloshes which hurt me — / am laden like a pack- 
horse, and wretched ! 

We have to look to every step, it is so muddy. 
The great smooth green mountains lie around. In 
their midst is the grey old Monastery and the 
venerable Norman church. The roar of many 
waters is in our ears; and Etna — no, I will not 
say one word more about Etna ! 

We leap across streamlets, vault over puddles 
from stone to stone, run up and down rotten 
banks, and slide upon black mud; the Signor 
Duca riding on serenely in front, aUeivdadiVj X.-^^ 
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campieri, and followed by Mr. Curzon, in a mixed 
theatrical costume of a Highland character. 

Conversation under these circumstances is cir- 
cumscribed, especially as Bino (of the lion head) 
occupies the entire attention of the gentlemen. 

With the utmost difficulty they prevent the 
sudden massaqre of two donkeys, a red cow, and 
a most innocent calf, reposing on the grass ; like- 
wise of a neighbouring dog, of a peculiarly 
humble and retiring turn of mind. 

This kind of tournament continues, until I 
come to look on Bino as a criminal of the most 
sanguinary type. 

At last we reach the gate of the Boschetto — 
an open wood of scathed, wind-tormented oaks. 

Here we come upon one of the Duke's new 
roads (this winter alone he has made four miles 
of new roads, to open up the mountains), a mass 
of sharp, piled-up stones, along which we pass in 
a series of gymnastics. 

We drop the Duke at the stone-breakers — six old 
men in a row, all rap, rap, rapping. 

He, dismounting from his donkey, takes ofif his 
coat and joins them ; Mr, Curzon, at the same 
instant, disencumbering himself also of his elegant 
black velvet jacket. 

As an ** Idle Woman " I have seen many strange 
sights in my life, but never so strange a one as a 
courier breaking stones ! 

That is a rarity ! A duke will do a great deal 
on his own land — especially an enthusiastic road- 
maker and farmer — but a courier ! 

Anyhow, Curzon hit away with a will. We 
left them all at it, assisted by three boys, with 
skins like Red Indians, carrying three baskets ; 
the Duke*s small donkey reposing meekly on the 
grass, knowing that he is in for it, and willing to 
t^e it easy — as to his battered legs. 



blARY of AN IDLE WOMA^ IN SlClLY. 10^ 

On we go, following Alec over the abominable 
stones, by the venerable oaks of the Boschetto, 
Etna (no, I won't — only really it is lovely) glistening 
behind us in the paleness of a spring sunset ; on, 
until I thought the Boschetto had miraculously 
extended itself, like the widow's cruse of oil. 

Alec and R are used to new-laid roads ; 

so, apparently, is B'no, rampaging about among 
perpetual donkeys, only escaping death by a 
vigorous application of Alec's stick ; and pigs, 
who scud off with Bino's fangs at their throats — 
Alec, on his long legs, giving chase, until the 
scene forms quite a tableau — donkeys, pigs, and 
Bino, with Alec in the centre, triumphing like 
St. Michael, and laying all his opponents in 
the dust ! 



CHAPTER XVII. 

A Picnic — ^The Start — Scenery — A Courier Equestrian — 
A Rural Tragedy and Superstition — Otaneite — ^The 
Summit — Back again with the Dogs — Mr. Curzon every- 
where. 

PICNIC got up in my honour! 

Dramatis persona present at the 
start : Etna, four mules, and several 
stray donkeys; a campiere. armed 
to the teeth ; a basket of provisions ; 
another French vine -grower, intro- 
duced by Alec — friend of Signor X ; Madame, 

j'ai rhonneur de, etc, etc.; cocks, hens, dogs; 
a crowd of mules, ready saddled and bridled ; 
Alec in knickerbockers; two strange men, with 
whom he is bargaining about timber (one with a fur 
cap and tartan shawl, the other d\i\.^ ^xA x^%%^^. 
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toud talking indicates that Alec is disgusted and 
angry) ; the English carpenter ; Mr. Hodder, newly 
imported with engines from England (Hodder's 
wife "wishes she were a fairy," and could fly 
to Maniacel If you could only see the sodden, 
matter-of-fact face and figure of Hodder, you 
might realise what sort of "fairy" Mrs. Hodder 
would be likely to make) ; two painted carts, gor- 
geous in colour; a glorious sunshine; the Signor 
Duca, shouldering an opera -glass; his own par- 
ticular small donkey. (Let the Duke break stones, 
or ride a small donkey as much as he likes, he is 
always the Duke — the finished gentleman, the 
polished courtier — and so Mr. Curzon thinks, as 
he comes out of the portone behind him, imitating 
him in fancy clothes.) To these, enter the Duchess 
in a rather Meg Merrilees hat, with red poppies 
(her Grace lends herself rather better to the occa- 
sion than her consort, with his aristocratic clothes 

and perfect boots and gaiters) ; charming R , 

as fresh as fresh can be, in a black hat and feathers ; 

A ditto ; myself a blank, but satisfied with my 

appearance ; Retainers, Campieri, Servants, several 
Ladiesmaids, chastely elegant, grouped about in 
attitudes ; Furiosa, two shawls on her head, look- 
ing askance out of a window ; a Cook, all in white, 
like a ghost ; a ragged Colt, and several Beggars. 

Amid the roar of waters, the braying of mules, 
the cackling of fowls, the screech of pea-hens, and 
the barking of dogs, we are ofif, a long cavalcade, 
riding singly — Indian file — on mules. Over one 
boiling river, crossed by a wooden bridge; then 
turn to the right across another, and, further on, 
a third river, white with foam. 

The round green mountains we are to scale rise 

before us. The air is calm. There is a great 

silence. The colour as of a desolate nature all 

around. Not trimmed and dressed, but primeval, 
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archaic — nature as it got itself out of the ark, 
purified by the waters. 

The crowns of the mountains before us are 
fringed with dark lines of wood. Those are the 
oak forests — as old, perhaps, as the Saracens — 
Druid-like trees, to cut down which is the scope 
of the Duke's road on which we are travelling. 

For are not the aged trees spoiling ? And are 
not the wide valleys, which stretch upwards, each 
watered by its foaming river, to be garlanded by 
luxurious grapes — the grapes which, by the energy 
of Alec and the rude Frenchman, are to make the 
good Bronte wine ? 

All this is clearer to me ; and I admire the 
blank loveliness and green solitudes of the inter- 
twining heights the more because my back is to 
Etna. No one can do justice to a scene with 
Etna dazzling the eyes, as from Maniace. 

Our road, like that of the Boschetto, all stones ; 
it grows rougher and rougher as we ascend (the 
stone-crusher can only do its work by degrees). 
We can come to no harm, for the bridle of each 
mule is held by a campiere, and Alec, with his 
blue eyes everywhere, is walking. 

To the Signer Duca the road is much more 
beautiful than the mountains. It is his own work, 
four miles long, and it will bring down riches from 
the summits. 

When the Duke came to Maniace there was no 
road but that perilous one which brought me 
there. Now they are winding all about. No 
wonder that to him roads are beautiful, and that 
he is proud of them ! 

On strides Alec up-hill, and we follow silently. 

Alec is so young, and merry, and boyish, yet 
so wise and kind withal, and with such a talent 
for taking care of everyone, he always takes the 
lead! 
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Bino bounds on the green turf, ready to commit 
any number of crimes en route. Bino and Martino, 
an ugly terrier, and little Gni, the soul of mischief, 
both conscious that the Duchess cannot admonish 
them. 

Mr. Curzon, in blue spectacles (that touch of 
refinement is perfect), rides a very lively roan cob, 
which caracoles among the stones, and g^ves him 
a world of trouble. 

Even when that roan is quiet, he rounds his 
neck and champs his bit like a war-horse. In a 
general way he kicks and rears, and occasionally 
bolts, carrying Mr. Curzon and his blue spectacles 
into such remote distances that he becomes a mere 
silhouette against the sky. Sometimes the roan 
stands stock still, like the marble horse of the 
Commendatore in Don Giovanni, or sways himself 
up and down as does a rocking-horse, until poor 
Curzon is purple in the face. 

The roan and his rider are the success of the 
day. 

The Duke and Alec follow them ceaselessly with 
their eyes, making signs to each other. The 
Duchess, less cautious, laughs outright, especially 
at the rocking-horse business, which does put poor 
blue-spectacled Curzon, well defined on the edge 
of a cliff, au dernier ridicule. 

Alec, biting his lips vigorously, not to explode 
before all the men, whispers to me : ** That Curzon 
gave himself out as being very horsey, and begged 
for *an animal with some go in him, you know, 
Mr. Alec — something lively.' " 

(At this moment the roan [not Mr. Curzon, for 
he has no command of him], after one of his 
mountain excursions, pounds down recklessly upon 

the young ladies, causing A to scream, the 

Duke to utter something like an oath, and Alec to 
hjTush into the melee.) 
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"And the beggar don't ride three-parts badly," 
says Alec, returning to my side, after restoring 
order. " That roan is a stiflf one out on the hills, 
let me tell you. I gave it to him on purpose, and 
he sticks to his saddle like a man ! " 

We rise and rise by the long zigzags of the new 
road. We look back on the crests of the hills, 
descending in long lines to the lonely valleys, and 
we gaze down into their silent bosoms (a sort of 
sacrilege in that majestic solitude). We behold 
the five rivers that meet and foam about the 
monastery of Maniace, and raise our eyes to ancient 
oak-forests fringing the heights. 

We are in another world up here, quite near the 
sky — a fair clear world, in which the light is born. 
The swallows dart hither and thither, low on the 
downs, affrighted at our presence. The crows 
wheel round in circles overhead, cawing loudly. 
The delicate green of the young wheat on tne 
cultivated patches, and the fine sprouts of the 
grass, seem trembling with life. Dew shines on 
the leaves of every delicate wayside plant : spurge 
and fennel, acanthus and thistles, mere weeds, are 
sparkling in the sunshine ; the hills cast long 
shadows into the valleys ; and the white flowers of 
the beans scent the fresh breeze. 

A sense of immensity overwhelms me. Etna 
rises behind, encircled by its white crown of satel- 
lite volcanoes, quivering in fields of light. But 
Etna, beside the sweetness of idyllic nature, wakes 
no sympathetic chord. In that pastoral paradise 
it comes like a blanched image of death, dominat- 
ing a green and living life. 

Naturally the new road does not grow smoother as 
we advance. New things always are best at first ; 
witness marriage, houses, bargams,and friendships. 

We cross mountain torrents, over which Gru 
has to be carried on the Duchess' ^^.dk!iXsJciQr«\ "^sA 
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landslips, over which Bino bolts and Alec sighs, 
for it is all fresh toil and trouble to the dear fellow. 
Then we arrive at a steep incline, where the 
mountain-tops and oak forests are at hand-shaking 
distance ; next, to a clayey bank, where a sudden 
chill seizes us. 

Beside this bank, embedded in a heap of fresh- 
cut stones, stands a disabled stone-crusher, with 
one wheel missing. 

A silence falls on all. Alec and R , who 

have been chafl&ng, become suddenly mute. 

Checco, the guard in uniform, who is riding on 
in front with provisions for our picnic, and who 
has been throwing stones for Bino to crack (failing 
any living game, a stone suits Bino), suddenly 
bows his head, uncovers, and crosses himself. 

The Signor Duca raises his hat also, and Alec's 
pleasant eyes cloud with tears. 

All the men, in passing, reverently uncover and 
cross themselves. A horrible gloom seems to float 
in between us and the disabled engine, as the 
shadow of that clayey bank falls. 
I turn to Alec for an explanation. 
** Ah, it was a sad business I" says Alec, with a 
sigh, speaking low. 

** My father was so pleased, and we were getting 
on so nicely with the road. The engine was first- 
rate. I drove it myself up Etna side here, from 
Piedimonte, forty miles, and a tough job I had I 
Three days on the road, and little time to sleep, 
and less to eat. And I was proud of it, and proud 
of the work I had done to show my father, when 
last week, while Beppo and the boy were filling, 
and Salvatore stood behind spreading the stones, 
half of the iron t5rre of one wheel flew off, and 
struck him dead ! 

** Poor Salvatore I he was a first-rate workman. 
/suppose it was a flaw in the iron. 
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" I attended the funeral as chief mourner. 

" But the Sicilians will never work at that stone- 
crusher again. Nothing will persuade them that 
it was a simple accident; ^they see further ,' they say. 
What can you do ? Heigh-ho ! So we must finish 
this new road by hand, and a fine time we shall 
have of it." 

After this, nothing but Bino's antics can raise 
our spirits. In the absence of donkeys, he is 
careering after crows in the young wheat — a harm- 
less occupation. 

A is found to be seated on her horse's tail, 

and has to descend and have her saddle adjusted ; 
and Mr. Curzon, with his blue spectacles, is dis- 
covered at a distant point, his fiery roan upright 
on her hind legs, over the brink of a precipice I 

The Duchess is silent, and keeps well ahead. 
The poppies in her hat bob up and down. My 
mule, Giulia, and the campiere, in a new suit of 
embroidered cloth, who leads her, are both so 
steady that I cannot get up the ghost of a fear. 

We draw rein at a brick hut called " Otaheite," 
because the men from Maletto, who work there, 
live in round mud wigwams, with smoke pouring 
out of the doors. 

We exchange compliments with the swarthy 
men of Maletto: "How goes it?" "What's 
doing?" 

Then with each other: "Are you cold ? tired ? 
hungry ? How grand it is ! Superb ! What a 
brick Curzon is ! " (He has returned to us now, 
with the air of a conqueror, his roan reeking.) 

The general result of inquiries is, that we are 
all, including the men from Maletto, crowding 
round our mules and staring their black eyes out 
of their heads, well and hearty ; also red in the 
face with the chill mountain air blowing off Etna. 
Only we are dying of hunger, BuX tv!C> o\i^ ^^ax^^ 
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to say so, because, even on mountain -tops, and 
amid virgin forests, and upon overhanging preci- 
pices, we are creatiures of convention ; and in 
company with dukes and duchesses, however con- 
descending, one must not betray vulgar appetites. 

The Signor Duca is building a large engine- 
house up here, and making a deep well, and doing 
all kinds of tiresome things. So we have to 
dismount, and wade through liquid mud and 
slush, to admire them. 

I use superlatives to get over it the faster. 

R pouts her pretty red lips and flashes her 

eyes (R has the effect to me as of a goddess 

bidden to a feast, with no god to meet her.) 

What are stone - crushers, and engine-houses, 
and Etna, Mr. Curzon in blue spectacles, five rivers 
thundering to the sea, and picnics on mountain- 
tops, to a brilliant London belle ? 

Yet she bears it cheerfully, does R , and 

smiles like an angel. 

Alec strides about, explaining everything to the 
Signor Duca and to his mother. The workmen, 
covered with red mud, crowd round and kiss 
hands ; then stand back, their rough caps off, and 
their shaggy manes of hair blowing in the wind, 
until the Duke, touching his hat with that true 
instinct of good breeding which made Louis XIV. 
bow to his housemaid, begs of them to "be 
covered." Upon which the excellent dark-skii^ned 
creatures, all teeth and eyes and broad grins, 
murmur, ** Benedica Eccellenza," and retire. 

How they work, these Sicilians, with the eyes 
of the Duke upon them, rolling Cyclopean rocks 
up and down, thumping the sides of stolid oxen, 
and drawing wooden cradles, laden with stones, 
through the mud I 

In the meanwhile, "we others" are wending 
our way on foot to further altitudes, towards a 
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plot of fresh green turf, under the riven face of a 
stone quarry. An agreeable prospect occupies the 
foreground. 

Mr. Curzon, on his knees, without his blue spec- 
tacles (though the wind is blinding, and wrenches 
us about as if it resented our invasion of its legiti- 
mate domain on the mountain-tops) — Mr. Curzon, 
I say, on his knees upon a white tablecloth, his 
head immersed in hampers and baskets, sandwich- 
papers flying about him like kite -signals, and an 
army of black bottles around, portentous to behold, 
is arranging our lunch. Blessed sight I 

The campieri, in uniform, are roUing down great 
blocks of stone, to serve as seats. 

Seats ! What ! here, on a bleak mountain- 
side ? By heaven I I had pictured to myself a 
sheltered nook within friendly walls, knit together 
by ivy, vine, and oleander — a nook tipped with 
golden lichen and dainty parasites of echeveria 
and stonecrop — a nook, a cave perhaps, deep in 
the shelter of the oak -forest ! And here, three 
thousand feet over Maniace, not a coign of shelter, 
with Etna for a background, and all the winds of 
iEolus for neighbours ! 

I am trembling, with cold inside and out. I say 

nothing, not even to A , who, blue in the face, 

I am sure, feels much as I do. 

If I must sit and eat in a hurricane, well : it is 
all in the day's work ; but I don't prefer a sore 
throat, or a lumbago, or perhaps a fever. 

I cannot join in heartily when the Duchess, with 
her cheery laugh, says: ** It is glorious to lunch in 
face of such a prospect ! " and the Signor Duca, 
rubbing his hands, echoes her. 

Then they both seat themselves on two flat 
stones, and instantly become helpless victims to a 
tornado. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Curzon's incautat\OT\^^Tvc\\x^\\v^ 
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kicks all round to the dogs, and muttered oaths 
at the campieri) have produced no end of good 
things — cold jellied beef, out of a case, juicy and 
trembling, hams, fowls, pat6s, cakes, and wine. 

When I cannot help it, I sit down too. When 
I have my plate full, I can bear the wind and cold 
better. 

The Duke, brandishing his silver horn full of 
rich Maniace wine, rises, and is about to drink a 
hrindisi to the new road, when the thoughtful Alec 
stops him. 

" Sal vat ore was only killed last week, father," 
he whispers, ** and the widow and the little chil- 
dren " 

" Right, my boy," says the Signor Duca, tossing 
off his horn in silence ; " I forgot " 

How we eat ! I don't think I ever enjoyed a 
meal so much in all my life. My back is turned to 

the keen wind, and to A and R , who 

kindly forgive me. 

Between the courses, the mules and Mr. Cur- 
zon*s roan, tethered to the outstanding oaks, neigh 
and prance, the Duke's donkey hee-haws, and the 
men, six in number, with long muskets — every- 
body is armed, and always goes about armed, for 
although this is the province of Messina, and con- 
sidered safe, yet Sicily is a land of brigands — are 
stretched on the ground full length, waiting for 
their turn to eat, and singing choruses in a sad 
minor key, the wind bearing off the notes, in a 
wild, random way, God knows where — perhaps to 
Vulcan or Enceladus. 

In these strange latitudes, who can tell what 
becomes of stray voices ? Only let us hope Ence- 
ladus may not hear them, and turn upon his side, 
for that would mean an earthquake ! 

' We eat and we eat ; the wind blows and it 
Mows. Bino, raising his lion head, barks, and, 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. II5 

feeling inaction fanciful, attacks the heels of Mr. 
Curzon's roan, causing the downfall of piles of 
plates and the overturning of cruets. 

The Duke grumbles to Alec about that " con- 
founded beast " (I am not sure the Duke did not 
use a stronger word), and Alec answers : ** Bino is 
no worse than the others — only bigger and stronger. 
Martino is just as spiteful, and Gru a little devil." 

A family dispute ensues. The Signor Duca 
says, " Bino must be muzzled." Alec replies, " It 
is cruel." And so on. 

Then we all settle down again to our plates. 
Mr. Curzon, like the Genius of Plenty, dispensing 
more food out of more flying papers of cakes and 
sandwiches. 

Will the picnic ever end ? A question. 

The sun comes out ; and what with Bordeaux 
and Maniace wine, I am as warm as a toast, and 
I can now turn round on my stone seat and look 

at R , always a pleasant object for eyes to fall 

on ; only it is a Barmacide feast to her, poor girl, 
as I tell her, and she smiles acquiescence. 

At last Mr. Curzon, when the frenzy for serving 
us has abated (he has let no one else touch any- 
thing, but has done it all with his own hands), 
replaces his spectacles. 

He can persuade us to eat no more ! 

**One leetle slice more, your Grace. Now, 

Lady R , just dees one tart." (For I have 

forgotten to say that, for reasons of his own, 
Curzon — as honest a Briton as ever wore shoe 
leather — affects a German accent.) ** Zee ! look — 
zo good — zee he di laast. Mr. Alec, von coop 
more vines." 

" No — no — no, Curzon," a chorus runs all round. 
" Nothing more." 

We rise, leaving the scraps to the excellent 
Curzon, and to the Sicilians, -wVvo, a^ la.x ^'5»\ ^^\s. 

9* 
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see,' do nothing but drink out of a barrel. Let us 
hope it is from a spring ! 

As we have nothing to do, we stroll vaguely 
about in the cold sunshine, among the fine old 
oaks; slipping up and down rocks, and stepping 
inopportunely into holes, when we scream and 
jump — sometimes on thorn-bushes, when we scream 
again. 

As to the view, we have long ago said every- 
thing possible about it. 

So, by common consent, the view is tabooed. 
Not even her Grace expatiates on it any more. 

I distinctly declare that I do not relish moun- 
tains — the ascent. Tlie picnic over, all my old 
prejudices return. The wind cannot be said to 
have returned, as it has never been away; only 
while I was eating I did not heed it. 

Now, it becomes to me a violent and pertina- 
cious enemy, getting very much the better of me. 

In an incredibly short time Mr. Curzon has 
eaten, repacked everything in hampers, and 
mounted the ladies. When he himself succeeds in 
vaulting into the saddle, his lively roan strikes out 
so fiercely on all sides that everyone avoids him. 

I am to walk down with the Duke and Alec. 
We begin by the road, but, like the dogs, soon 
take to short cuts, very rough, and moist with 
landslips. 

The rest file down solemnly, one by one, showing 
dark and gaunt against a green sky. 

Bino varies the monotony by unearthing a pig. 
Martino goes at the pig first, then Bino follows. 
Then the pig — audacious creature ! — faces Bino, 
who, in face of this provocation, flies upon it tooth 
and nail. 

. Oh, the squeaking and the howling ! the cries, 
the curses, and the kicks ! 

JTfte Puke rushes upon Bino. Alec belabours 
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him with a stick; the campiere kicks him. In 
vain ! Bino — his red and black mane all afloat, 
his eyes glaring like fire-coals — sticks to the pig. 

What a scene in the high wind ! 

At last Bino is . beaten off, and stoned igno- 
miniously down hill ; the Signor Duca declaring — 
and this time with a frown — that "that beast 
must have a muzzle or be shot." 

" Yes, father," answers Alec, meekly. 

Meanwhile, escaped piggie rushes up a bank, 
squeaking dismally, into the shelter of some hole, 
known to himself, and is seen no more. 

Nor is Bino; nor is Mr. Curzon, save in the 
very far distance, combating with his horse — a 
silhouette, as before. 

So, at last, down we are again, at the river, 
which crosses the new road ; and Maniace is close 
by, with its long lines of convent roof; its Norman- 
Gothic church, dark and imposing ; its outbuild- 
ings, and its almond-trees, white with blossom. 

At the Sambuco ford, Martino, who dashes in, 
is carried away by the current. As his tan head 
and glassy eyes float past, there is a cry, and a 
** Save him — save the poor dog ! " from everybody. 
Upon which, Mr. Curzon, coming from no one 
knows where, like Fate, dashes off his horse, seizes 
the reins, rushes into the river — the horse after 
him — and pulls Martino out. 

Setting the frightened animal on his legs upon 
the further bank, Mr. Curzon, his face flushed with 
the ardour of victory, turns round for applause. 
Alas ! he does not obtain it. 

The Duchess remarks coldly that ** Martino had 
much better have been left to his fate. He is a 
cur ; no one wants him, and he is always getting 
Bino into scrapes." At which Mr. Curzon, much 
crestfallen, touches his hat, remounts his roan^ and 
gallops on. 
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Here we are, back again on the wooden bridge, 
whence we had started in the morning, only with 
a difference. We are covered with Sicilian mud, 
and we have seen the mountains. 

Close at home we find the . English carpenter, 
Mr. Hodder, working on a beam with his chisel ; 
and the idiot, Sanzio (who takes care of the 
poultry, and kills all the young chickens), beside 
him, astride on a newly-cut tree. 

Sanzio lost his mother yesterday ; and when the 
melancholy fact, with much caution, was announced 
to him, replied, ** Tanto meglio" So not even the 
good-natured Duchess can make anything of him, 
though she does knit him a pair of red muflBttees. 

All the cocks and hens, the ducks and the pea- 
fowl ; the campieri ; the cook, in his snow-white 
cap, standing like a ghost in the portone ; Furiosa, 
her head covered with shawls, leaning out of the 
window, are just as we left them. To see them, 
one could fancy our picnic was a dream ! 

So now indoors to have a cup of tea and rest 
before dinner. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Aci Castello — The Seven Rocks — Polyphemus and Ulysses— 
Aci Reale — ^Acis and Galatea. 

HERE are two railway stations 
on the coast between Messina and 
Catania, named after the shepherd- 
boy Acis — Aci Reale and Aci Cas- 
tello. His spirit is also embodied 
in at least two streams running down 
terrifird to the sea. 
Aci Castello is but a poor, brown-looking town 
on ihe shoulder of a hill ; a ruined Norman round 
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tower in the midst. Here Nature sings no paeans 
of delight, as at Ali and Scaletta. That lava 
death which sets in after Piedimonte reigns 
supreme. A pall lies over the earth. Nothing 
but dreary skeletons of rocks, and streams as of 
basalt. 

It is best to overlook the mean little town 
altogether; the red brick, sloping - roofed station, 
at which we pause to take in water for the engine 
(perhaps from Aqua Grande, one oiAcis* streams), 
and to turn to the left towards the slumbering 
waters of the bay. 

Is it not lovely ? The rolling depths of a watery 
world, smooth as orient pearls and clear as chryso- 
prase ; a world in which distance is not, nor pro- 
portion, only colour ! 

And that fragrant line of perfect shore, singing 
to the harmonies of the sea ! What tints ! What 
masses of colour I Acres of blue and white lupins, 
fields of marigolds, rosy sea -pinks clothing the 
rocks, delicious yellowness of citron and mimosa ; 
fierce-eyed genista peeping out of rocks, brilliant 
young grass ; a carpet, fresh from Nature's loom, 
sown with oxalis, bee-orchis, gentian, pimpernel, 
and moon-daisies, mixed up with the blackness of 
lava-streams. 

On one side of Aci, seven basalt rocks rise out of 
the calm blue sea, following each other in a regular 
irregularity. These are the Scopuli Cyclopum, 
which blinded Pol)rphemus hurled after Ulysses as 
he was putting off to sea. 

The first rock, a short distance from the beach, 
called Isola d'Aci, is flat, and wreathed with a few 
brown vine-leaves, an olive or two, and plants of 
spurge and fennel. A cave on one side, reached 
by some steps cut in the rock, is called the Grotta 
dei Cichpi. But this dreary hole does not at all 
correspond with Homer's cheetiuY de^cxv^XJvo^ c?C 
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Polyphemus's cavern, shrouded by groves and 
woods. 

The six other rocks rise bare and pointed from 
the sea, diminishing in size as they recede; the 
last but a little one — an afterthought, as it were, 
of spiteful Polyphemus. 

Polyphemus and the Cyclops must not be con- 
founded with the Titans — heaven-born warriors, 
sons of earth an^ sky, and own brothers to Saturn — 
who, for their rebellion against Jupiter, are bound 
within the fiery caves of Etna from the dawn of 
time. 

The Cyclops neither fought, nor ploughed, noc 
sowed, nor, although Neptune's sons, were they 
seafaring, or possessed of any sea-craft. Simply, 
they lived apart, dispersed in caves and holes on 
Etna's side, tenders of sheep, milkers of herds, and 
makers of cheese, yet not objecting to a meal of 
human flesh when it fell handy. 

Impious they are, like the Titans; mockers of 
gods and scoffers of Jupiter, whose thunder, forged 
at hand in Vulcan's workshop, they thoroughly 
despised. 

Polyphemus is their king, of bulk so great that 
his head towers over them all, as Etna's cone 
towers over its clustered crown of lesser craters. 
His one eye is but the poetic necessity of the one 
volcanic blaze. 

His roars, the rumble of the earthquake; his 
heavy footsteps, the crashing of the storm; his 
uplifted arm, the thunderbolt that falls. Whether 
Polyphemus be made for Etna, or Etna for Poly- 
phemus, who can tell ? 

At least, each theory harmonises with the other ; 
they are poetically one. 

Familiar as it is, one loves to recall Ulysses* 
adventures with the Cyclops. 

One can imagine the wrath of Polyphenius, 
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returning to find his cave occupied by the Trojan 
chief and his luckless crew, who had taken shelter 
there awhile, on their voyage from the land of the 
Lotophagi. And one pictures their dismay when, 
for all answer to the specious words of Ulysses, 
the monster seizes on two of their sailors, the 
plumpest and the reddest, and, cracking all their 
bones within his jaws, bolts them outright. 

But Ulysses reflects; he has plenty of time 
for reflection, for he and his comrades are shut 
up all day long while the Cyclops is away 
pasturing his flocks ; only to return, however, 
and sup luxuriously on two or three more plump 
sailors. 

" Cyclops," cries Ulysses, who has reflected to 
some purpose, " as human flesh seems so pleasant 
to you, let me offer you a draught of human wine 
to wash it down." 

As the liquor flows down his throat, the delighted 
monster grunts with savage glee. 

** This IS no mortal juice,*' he cries, " but nectar 
stolen from heaven : give me more 1 " 

Then, turning to Ulysses, ** I promise you, 
Trojan stranger, that for this good wine I will 
devour you last of all." 

When Ulysses once forms his plans, the issue is 
seldom doubtful. 

One can almost anticipate what follows : how, 
while the giant sleeps, overcome by the fumes of 
the wine, Ulysses bores out his one eye with the 
stake he has so carefully made red-hot beforehand. 

And how the yells of the blinded wretch echo 
uselessly round the cave, as he gropes about, trying 
to clutch Ulysses. 

And lastly, how, standing mournfully at the 
mouth of his cave to let his flock out, but keep 
the strangers in, he misses his prey after all. 

For Ulysses and his crew hav^ '\ja^'s»^^ avi5L> 
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under his hands, bound by withy bands beneath 
the bodies of those very sheep ! 

Of little avail is it that Polyphemus rushes after 
them and hurls rock after rock into the sea, whence 
comes the voice of Ulysses, taunting him from 
the ship. 

It is too late now : Ulysses sails away unscathed, 
and the seven rocks forming the strange line before 
me settle into their places amid the waves. 

This throwing about of rocks by the Cyclops 
has a double moral. Polyphemus, apart from his 
personal adventures with Galatea and Ulysses, 
prefigures the earthquakes that upheave Etna's 
sides. 

The rocks flung at Acis and Ulysses are but a 
convulsion of Nature on this volcanic shore. 

The Greek myths are always faithful to local 
tradition. 

Looking, as I do now, at this heaped-up coast 
of lava barriers, loose stones, and gigantic boulders, 
all black as Erebus, I feel this instinctively, with- 
out any process of reasoning. 

Similar in its meaning of fabled detail is the 
myth of Enceladus — a Titan, or Typhon, brother 
of Jupiter — bound under his eartWy throne on 
Etna. 

The roars of the mountain are the Typhon's 
groans; the flames and smoke, his breath; and 
when he turns upon his fiery bed, earthquakes 
shake the world. 

Prometheus, lying bound outside Caucasus, was 
delivered by Hercules ; but the torment of Ence- 
ladus, in the throes of the volcano, knows no rest 
nor end. 

With Vulcan, God of Fire, who plies his ham- 
mer within the crater to forge the bolts of Jove, 
we have the thunders of the mountain. 
It is curious to note how all the myths of Etna 
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group themselves round Jupiter. In the mytho- 
logic division of Trinacria, Himera, on the north, 
was Minerva's portion ; Diana possessed Ortygia, 
in the south ; Demeter and Proserpine, the plains 
of Catania and the mountain of Enna ; and Zeus, 
the great fire-dome, dominating all. 

Either as prison or workshop, flame-crowned 
throne or forest wilderness, loved by the maiden 
goddesses, his daughters, Etna is altogether Jove's. 

Next to the station of Aci Castello is the pretty 
town of Aci Reale. 

Here we are well out of the lava-death. Lava, 
indeed, does crop up all along this coast ; but here 
the wealth of vegetation enshrouds it, like flowers 
upon a bier. 

Aci lies gleefully mapped out upon a smiling 
hill-side, decorated with white churches and 
campanile, barocco palaces and galleried houses, 
belted in mazes of oranges and blue-leaved olives. 

Down at the station, level with the road, in the 
midst of flacres, beggars, dust, railway whistles, 
and rumbling of trains, a native millionaire has 
built a magnificent hotel. The long rows of cheer- 
ful windows, cool behind their green shutters, look 
out on fig and fruit orchards, nodding over high 
walls. 

The hotel is, I believe, commodious, clean, and 
cheap. 

Why did the native millionaire, with all that 
dazzling coast to choose from, select a site where 
there is nothing but walls to gaze on ? 

Here Acis was crushed by the rocks hurled on 
him by jealous Polyphemus, enamoured of the 
yellow-haired Nereid whom he loved; and here 
he was turned into a stream, as a merciful escape 
from death. 

But the stream called Aqua Grande is not at 
all the Fiume Freddo I had passed o\i tw^ -^^^ Xa 
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Maniace ; so here we have a direct divergence of 
poetic origins. 

As there are many Aci, so there are many 
streams, all born among the lava borders of Etna, 
and all running down terrified to the sea. 

Galatea was a sea-nymph of that golden strand 
— a creature of flowing locks, entwined with tang- 
ling sea-weed, shells, and coral spray, bathing her 
amber head and round white limbs amid the foamy 
waters of the sandy bay. 

**The loves" of Acis and Galatea were just 
below the modern town, which is spread out upon 
the hills, over lava caves and grottoes. 

Loves of the woods and fields, pastoral and 
out-of-doors, under the canopy of the blue heavens, 
or on the glittering sands ! 

The giant Polyphemus loved Galatea too ; but 
she disdained his surly gambols and his leering 
eye — disdained him, and fled from him ! 

He, straying about the lava crests in search of 
her, looks down into a dell, and — oh, horror I — 
beholds her and Acis together! 

With a hideous roar, he rends the solid rocks 
and flings them down on Acis. 

This time he is not blind, and his hand is sure. 
Acis is crushed. 

Changed into a stream, he flies in rapid bounds 
down to the sea. 

Galatea dissolves into a fountain, which, in 
ever-murmuring sighs and tears of watery spray, 
laments for Acis' loss. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Catania, Classic and Mediaeval — Chiarissima or ^tnea? — 
Catania and the Athenian Expedition — The Theatre — 
Alcibiades' Oration — The Campanians — The Cartha- 
ginians at Catania — Roman Catania — Saracens and Nor- 
mans — ^The Hohenstaufens. 

SERIES of tunnels engulfs us after 
Aci Reale. I am dazed by the rush 
and the darkness. The sweet air 
grows damp and chill. Deeper and 
deeper spreads the lava-death around, 
marked by bare scoriae barriers (iron 
waves heaped up by rushing fires), miles of basalt 
walls, as through Phlegethonian fields ; then, with 
a screech, a trumpet call, and a whistle, we rush 
into the station of Catania. 

From the moment I enter Catania, and behold 
black houses, black roads, black flag-stones, black 
dust, black earth, a black harbour, and a black 
lava shore, I hate it. 

And the much-vaunted climate I 
Already I have caught a cold from the damp 
air. How can it be otherwise ? Close under Etna 
(the great crater is but twenty miles distant, straight 
up : the rise begins, one may say, in the very streets 
of Catania), the most violent transitions are inevit- 
able. 

Whether the wind blows, or does not blow, off 
the snowy dome of Etna — except for one month in 
the year, under normal circumstances, it is capped 
with snow — makes summer or winter. And then, 
what fighting with Boreas and ^Eolus, and windy 
Harpies let loose through miles of straight, broad 
streets — Etna at one end, and the lava-bound sea- 
t)oard at th^ other \ 
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Lava and Etna ! You can no more get away 
from either here than at Maniace. Etna, very 
bare and very ugly on this southern side, dominates 
Catania like a demon ! No shelter ! No escape ! 
Freezing or grilling, as the ill-conditioned temper 
of the volcano may decree. 

Freeman calls Catania ** the iron-bound child of 
Ionic Naxos, created to do battle with Doric Syra- 
cuse ; " and he wonders how it has ever survived 
the blows of Syracuse, on one hand, and the fire- 
deluge of Etna on the other. (The hostile States 
were very near each other. From the Grand 
Hotel of Catania you can see the heights over the 
Bay of Agosta, flowing on towards the ridge of 
Hybla.) 

What induced Hohenstaufen Frederic to christen 
" Chiarissima " is quite beyond me. 

Was it the glamour of her soft Greek name ? I 
am not sure that that did not attract me also. 

Yet who can predicate by what crack-jaw syl- 
lables Catania was known in the Sikel dialect, 
before the Greeks came with their musical ter- 
minations, just as the Italians euphonise rough- 
sounding surnames and cities ? 

An excellent idea of Syracusan Hiero's to call 
Grecian Katane iEtnea. Cause and effect are not 
more indissolubly joined together than are the city 
and the mountain ; but it was a strange freak to 
call himself iEtneas, and claim heroic honours, as 
though he were the veritable founder. 

The whole thing was but a mere outburst of 
family vanity. Gelon, his elder brother, accepted 
heroic honours as founder of Syracuse, to which 
he had no right ; and Hiero, not to be behindhand, 
became iEtneas, accepting heroic honours also. 

Hiero could boast that Attic Katane became 

under him a Doric city. An easy process, achieved 

peither by the sword nor conc^uest, but simply by 
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forcibly ejecting the Attic Greeks, and calling in 
Doric Greeks from Syracuse and Peloponnesus to 
take their place. 

But with Hiero's death the exiles returned with 
Ducetius; and Catania, says Pindar, became as 
powerful a city as Carthage, and so Attic in tem- 
per that it entered into the Athenian war against 
Syracuse with a fury of partisanship which cost 
it dear. 

Into the details of that great struggle, recorded 
by Thucydides, I cannot enter here, save as it 
touched Catania ; at Catania it was that the first 
war-note was sounded. 

In fact, but the flimsiest precepts were needed 
to fan Athenian ambition in regard to Sicily. 
Insults by Dorians had been offered at Segeste 
and Leontini; and how should Ionic Athens, in 
the heyday of her power, refuse to interfere when 
solemnly called upon to do so ? 

And would Syracuse ever rest until it had sub- 
dued the whole island and the parent State also — 
Syracuse representing on fresh soil the eternal 
feud between Chalcydian Greeks and Dorians ? 

Besides, Athens longed passionately for Sicily — 
the seat of Jove, the home of her gods and demi- 
gods, the legend-land of her heroes, sung by her 
poets, chronicled by her historians, and knit to 
her by alliances many and close. 

So Alcibiades, with Nicias and Lamachus, 
comes sailing with his Athenian fleet into Sicilian 
waters, and with great longing looks upon the sea- 
walls and splendid harbour of Catania ! 

But Catania, worked upon by a remnant of 
Doric partisans, mans her walls, shuts up her 
harbour, and refuses to receive him ! 

** However,*' say the Catanians, to sweeten the 
refusal, " although we cannot admit the Athenians 
into our harbour, we will not teiu^^ ^C^ci>^c^.'aA,^^ 
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and the other generals an audience in the theatre, 
and hear what they may have to say." 

This is in B.C. 415. 

Imagine a black and very dingy stair, leading 
down to a still blacker and dingier hole, and you 
have before your eyes the ruins of the theatre at 
Catania, buried under ages of lava. 

I went down as into eternal night. Certainly 
there was a torch carried by a " guardiano," but 
that only served to make darkness visible. The 
walls that open out at the bottom of the stairs, 
smutty in themselves, appear especially so coming 
from the brilliant daylight outside. 

There are eight flights of steps to descend, and 
thirty-three tiers of seats in the theatre, but all so 
mangled and built over by foundations, that my 
conceptions were utterly confounded. 

One portion, near what remains of the pro- 
scenium, I did distinctly understand — some 
square- cut recesses, lined with marble, in the 
thickness of the wall, once serving as seats of 
honour. 

Here I was called upon by the "guardiano" 
to observe that upon these square-cut seats, once 
lined with marble, sat Nicias and Lamachus; 
and that on that proscenium Alcibiades made his 
celebrated oration to the Catanians while the 
Athenian troops were treacherously possessing 
themselves of their city and harbour. 

If I could only believe in that rugged bit of dark 
stage, how interesting it would be 1 But I cannot. 

The stage on which Alcibiades trod has never 
survived so many earthquakes. The theatre was 
too lofty to be spared. Count Roger, also, de- 
spoiled it. We know that one pillar was stolen 
for a statue of St. Agatha, set up in a piazza, and 
what he took as materials for his new cathedral it 
fs impossible to say. 
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These are the ruins of a Roman theatre, erected 
probably on Grecian lines, but not in themselves 
Grecian. 

While the Catanians dwelt upon the honeyed 
phrases of the " curled darling's " lisping speech 
(we are told that in Alcibiades a lisp had an especial 
charm t and set off his eloquence), marked the charm 
of his splendid person, and statue-like purity of 
feature, his scented locks lying heavy on his brow ; 
his gold-embroidered chlamyde, the badge of the 
old country, sweeping behind him ; breathing, as it 
were, the fragrance of the poetic atmosphere which 
surrounds him even to this day, the Athenian hop- 
lites were quietly pulling down a little gate of a 
very sorry structure, and swarming within the 
walls ; ** which undertaking being completed," 
says Thucydides, with a caustic sense of humour, 
"Alcibiades ends his oration, and the Athenian 
fleet finds at Catania a proper anchorage for ships 
and men in the war against Syracuse." 

Could Catania but have foreseen ! Had she but 
reflected ! Hiero had loved her, but Dionysius 
hated her ; and now, in revenge ifor the part she 
has taken against Syracuse, he smites her, as he 
smote Naxos. Though he is himself Greek, he 
gives Catania, bound hand and foot, to the Cam- 
panians ; nor is she ever Greek again, except nomi- 
nally, under the Eastern emperors. 

Once again was Catania and her harbour an 
object of eager envy in that contest which almost 
gave Sicily to the fierce Carthaginian. Terrible 
was the naval battle in which Leptines, brother of 
Dionysius, was defeated with twenty thousand 
men before the onset of the Carthaginian admiral, 
Magon. 

And all the while Etna, in full eruption over- 
head, barring the way of Himilcon, coming by 
land to support Magon ! 

Fo^ I. 10 
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This is the historical eruption of B.C. 396. 

The very course of the lava is still to be seen in 
a blackened ridge above Giarre, one station from 
Aci Reale, and twenty-four miles distant from the 
crater. 

The spot is called ^osco d*Aci. 

But, in spite of this brilliant victory, Catania 
would not yield. The Carthaginians perished 
miserably on the promontory of Plemmyrium, 
Himilcon fled, and Dionysius remained more 
powerful than ever. 

The romantic figure of Pyrrhus appears for a 
moment, like a passing meteor, at Catania, to be 
followed by greater Rome. Catania was one of 
her earliest acquisitions after Syracuse had fallen 
to Marcellus. 

One can judge of what Roman Catania was by 
her monuments ; to be groped for, indeed, now 
underground and in darkness (the lava has taken 
care of that), but still existing. 

The Roman Amphitheatre of the age of Augustus 
is under the street of Stesichoros ; from its frag- 
ments it appears to have be^n but a little, smaller 
than the Coliseum. The Roman building engrafted 
on the Greek Theatre of Alcibiades and Stesi- 
choros (I forgot to recall that Stesichoros figures 
on the proscenium as the introducer of lyric music) 
is very vast, and had its aqueducts for Naumachiae, 
as the Greek Theatre at Syracuse has its Nymph- 
aeum and water-course. 

The Roman Forum is under the Cortile San 
Pantaleone. 

A gymnasium near Frederick the Second's lava 
castle ; the basement of a Roman arch in the 
Corso ; and vague remains of aqueducts, baths, 
and vaults lie under the modern houses. 

These are but names. 

Believe me, the Theatre is the only moniunent 
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worth visiting in the dark ; the Odeion, situated 
near it, is interesting only to archaeologists. 

Much that the lava and earthquakes had spared 
was torn down by Theodoric to make his walls, 
and, unhappily. Count Roger followed his bad 
example for his cathedral. 

But whether it be Greek or Carthaginian, 
Pyrrhus or Rome, Goth or Saracen, throughout all 
the changeful conditions of Sicily, Catania, from 
her position, plays an important part. Sheltered 
by a great promontory, between two vast seas, 
and with that wonderfully fertile plain and spacious 
harbour (before the lava destroyed it), her history 
is the history of the world ! 

After Sicily had been overswept by Goth and 
Visigoth rushing in on the ruins of Rome, and 
Belisarius, with easy victory, made the island 
Byzantine, .only to fall, after a long interval, into 
Saracen hands, then we have daylight with the Nor- 
mans, and Catania falls before Robert Guiscard. 

** No one," says Freeman, in his valuable chap- 
ters, " could have dealt worse with Catania than 
the first Hohenstaufen, Henry VI. of Germany, 
when he came to claim the Sicilian crown in right 
of his wife, Constance. 

"Neither age, nor sex, nor calling," says he, 
quoting Freising's Chronicle^ " neither house nor 
church was spared in the slaughter, the burning, 
the carrying into bondage." Not only Henry ill- 
used Sicily, but his successor, Frederic II., born 
of a Norman mother, a son of the soil, and pro- 
fessing to love it with as passionate a devotion as 
the great Count himself. I will say nothing of 
that dark ruffian, Charles of Anjou, and the Arra-^ 
gonese under Peter. 

When the legitimate branch of Norman princes 
ended abruptly by the execution of Conradin, 
grandson of Frederic H., by Chatlesoi kcL^ovx^ -aX. 

10* 
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Naples, so well were they beloved that the illegiti- 
mate branch came in, with another Constance, 
daughter of Manfred, Frederic's natural son, and 
Sicily fell as a fief to her husband, Peter of 
Arragon. 




CHAPTER XX. 

Catania at the present day— The Grand Hotel— Sicilian 
Cookery — Stesichoros — Charondas and Empedocles. 

H E Grand Hotel is a stone's-throw 
from the station ; you reach it by 
an omnibus, as in any other city. 

In form it is like a huge white 
box, pierced by windows ; in fashion, 
altogether Teuton, evidenced by its 
greasy cuisine, saur-kraut, and bacon. 

Now this is too bad, for Sicily is the land of 
good eating. I will venture to say there is no 
country in the universe where you can get a better 
dinner, and better cooked. The Palermitan ** chefs " 
are especially famous for their repertoire of mediae- 
•val dishes, excellent in themselves and historical 
to boot. I take it, that every conquering race in 
Sicily has left, so to speak, its culinary mark. 

Of the Benedictine monks at Catania, so re- 
nowned for their table, I shall have to speak. At 
least, the traditions of good living should have 
been respected. 

Otherwise, I have nothing to say against the 
Grand Hotel. I mention this because good hotels 
in Sicily are altogether the exception. It is 
reasonable, too ; and the landlord, as gigantic in 
size as is his hotel, an excellent fellow. 
Here, for a mere trifle, you may enjoy the com- 
fortable assurance that you are lodged in the 
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island of the blest, in the enjoyment of all the 
advantages of a Sanatorium, announced by the 
presence of invalids from many lands, lounging in 
the sun within a very desolate garden, where the 
bougainvillias blossom upon open walls, and Etna 
towers opposite — without being charged for it in 
the bill. 

And this brings me once more to Etna. You 
cannot open a chink of the window without its 
thrusting itself forward as an actual intruder upon 
your peace of mind. Entering so immediately 
into practical life, shorn of the majestic beauty 
I admired so much at Maniace, Etna becomes 
oppressive and vulgar. 

Still it fascinates. I cannot take my eyes off its 
broad flanks, dotted with white villas, screened by 
evergreens, nor from "the wooded region," a 
verdant cincture, six or seven miles broad. As to 
the " desert or volcanic region," ashen and death- 
like, it is absolutely hideous ! 

What poor Charles Kean styled ** local favourites" 
are Stesichoros, Charondas, and Empedocles. Ste- 
sichoros, called the Sicilian Homer, and blind, like 
the father of poetry, dealt with classic themes — 
Medea, Hercules, Atalanta, and the siege of Troy. 
Horace's little hint about him indicates high praise. 
But what can we tell about a writer whose collected 
works amounted to twenty-six books, or divisions, 
when not three consecutive lines remain ? 
. He composed, too, philosophical fables, like La 
Fontaine, and also excelled in depicting the power 
of love. 

In one of his poems, Stesichoros dared to slander 
Helen of Troy, for which crime he is said to have 
lost his sight. 

But after promptly writing a recantation, in 
which he declared that only a phantom of Helen, 
went to Troy, he saw again as pVavtiX^ ^.'^XiAcyL^. 



134 I>IARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

We are in the dimmest antiquity about Stesi- 
choros, as also about Charondas, only we conclude 
that "his laws" must have been written in verse, 
to be sung at Athenian wine-parties. 

Diodorus is very rich about Charondas — a quaint 
kind of primitive Solon', who forbade a man who 
gave his children a step-mother to legislate, in the 
State, and decreed that whoever proposed a change 
in the existing laws should do so standing before 
the people with a halter round his neck, ready to 
be hanged if his motion were not carried. 

Aristotle celebrates Charondas as the first man 
who made false witness indictable ; a logical con- 
clusion, for, without truth, justice would be impos- 
sible. 

Charondas* death was as eccentric as his laws. 

Going one day into the country near Catania, 
armed with a knife, to defend himself, says Dio- 
dorus, with much naivete , against "brigands" 
(^brigandage in Sicily is of all time), Charondas, on 
his return into the city, hearing a tumult, runs into 
the public place to find out what it was, forgetting 
the knife which he carries. 

Now Charondas had made a law forbidding any 
man to go armed within the city upon pain ol 
death. 

" Look at our Charondas," calls out one man to 
another from the crowd ; ** he is a fine fellow, 
carrying a knife ! He is breaking his own laws !" 

" No, by Jupiter ! Nothing of the kind," answers 
Charondas ; " I die to maintain them !" and with 
that he plunges the knife into his own breast. 

In those early days, five centuries before Christ, 
lived Empedocles, philanthropist, poet (he wrote a 
poem called Nature, in two thousaftd verses), naturalist, 
physician, and philosopher. 

Philosophers of that day united in themselves 
^e knowledge of many arts and sciences, which 
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we, in our narrow, modem views, deem incom- 
patible. 

Empedocles came from Acragas, where he is 
remembered in the name of the new port, at the 
termination of the railway (Porto Empedocles). 

He cut through the hills at the back of the city, 
to let in a current of fresh air, and drained the 
marsh of Tiberius as a cure for fever. 

His figure, on Etna's side, wandering among the 
oaks and beeches, clothed in a purple robe, and 
bearing in his hand a Delphic crown, is as familiar 
to us as that of Acis or Polyphemus. 

As a god, he communed with earth and earth's 
mysteries, his iron sandals clanking as he trod. 
Those treacherous sandals 1 It was on Etna's side, 
amongst the scented pine- woods, that his ear first 
caught the sound of Kalliches, the boy-harper of 
Catania, and found him lying on a bank, flower- 
crowned. 

• Empedocles has no chronicler, like Apollonius 
of Tyana, to raise him to the skies ; barring which 
distinction, he celebrates himself in his own verses 
as a saviour, to whom the sick and dying came for 
help. 

What were his claims to divine honour is not 
clear ; but in the twilight of the world there was a 
constant tendency to deify everything beneficent. 

At any rate, Empedocles was worshipped as a 
god by the Selinuntians, and his friend Pausanias 
raised an altar to him. 

Whether scientific curiosity about the flames of 
Etna led Empedocles too near the brink, and he 
toppled over into the crater, or whether he delibe- 
rately flung himself in, as it is said, to sham 
immortality, and was betrayed by the casting forth 
of his iron sandal — who can say ? 

The belief implied in the disappe^t^Tvc.\i. <^\ 
"Empedocles is found in many \aivds. '^\\\a^^'a.^ 
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whirled away, like Pluto, in a fiery chariot; 
Apollonius of Tyana was not ; and Lycurgus, to 
preserve his laws, mysteriously vanished. 




)4>f^'^X< 



CHAPTER XXI. 

Pablic Buildings and Gardens — Eruptions of Etna — Irre* 

pressible Catania. 

MORE hopelessly modern city, and 
more monotonous, I never beheld I 
I feel it a personal wrong that 
" the eldest daughter of Grecian 
Naxos" should look so white and 
new. I specify *^ white" as applying 
to the principal thoroughfares; the cross alleys 
and narrower streets are of lava, and as black as 
pitch. 

Yet, apart from classic associations, Catania is 

spacious and imposing, with its two miles of 

**Strada Stesicorea" (the upper portion, where the 

^anks of Etna rise from the pavement, called 

* Strada Etna," after the fashion set by Hiero), 

crossed by the Corso, twin-brother to Stesicorea, 

and each parallel to the four points of the compass. 

Handsome ranges of palaces border these streets, 

very new and very vast; specially notable, the 

Biscari Palace, containing a fine collection of 

relics dug out of the lava : Greek sarcophagi, 

bronzes, sculpture, vases, and terra cottas. Church 

domes, pinnacles, and towers rise behind. Catania 

possesses a hundred churches ; there is a glittering 

cathedral as a vista to the Strada Stesicorea, also 

several theatres — one so large that, like the Campo 

Ssnto at Messina, it will uevet be fitivshed. 
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There are showy shops full of nothing, the finest 
harbour in the world destroyed by lava, a popula- 
tion of ninety thousand souls, and the smallest 
newspaper I ever beheld, quite a curiosity, pub- 
lished twice a week, and with a notice on the front 
sheet, thai " if subscribers do not pay punctually, 
their names will be posted up." Why, a back- 
wood settlement three months old would beat this. 

What is called the ** Marina " is a filthy garden 
under railwa}r arches. 

Whefi I visited it, I found a frightful stench, and 
a very feeble band playing; stench and band 
accepted with equal favour by the company. 

But, en revanche, the new Bellini Garden (Bellini 
is the modem god of Catania, his native city), at 
the other end of the town under Etna, is charming ; 
the prettiest thing in all Catania, which I always 
liken in my own mind to a stiff white pattern 
traced on a black sampler. 

All this is Etna's fault. Catania is what Etna 
permits it to be. You may calculate the period of 
the last eruption from the aspect of the streets, 
just as in Paris you can fix the date of the last 
Revolution by the girth of the trees on the Boule- 
vards. 

I do not know whether Etna is also responsible 
for the immorality. At Genoa, it is said — 

"Sea without fish, 
Mountains without trees, 
Women without shame, 
And men without honour." 

The first traditional eruption of Etna dates from 
before the Trojan war, when the Sicani are said to 
have retired from the neighbourhood of Naxos, 
and the Siculi took their place. The first historical 
eruption occurred in the time of Pythagoras, six 
centuries before Christ. Then we have the legend 
of the Pii Frates, Amphinomos and Kna^Jvo^^^^V^ 
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by turns bore their father out of danger, as iEneas 
bore Anchises out of Troy. 

Pausanias saw the Pii Frates drawn at Delphi 
by Polygn6tos. They are recorded by Strabo, 
says Freeman, furnished Claudian withan idyll, 
Pindar with a poem, Apollonius of Tyana with the 
materials for a long sermon, and iEschylus with a 
play — the ^fneia. 

That iEschylus and Pindar should celebrate 
Etna, town and mountain — Pindar speaking of the 
mountain as that "snowy pillar vomiting forth 
purest fountains of unapproachable fire" — ^is but* 
natural. Both poets were Uving at Hiero's 
(iEtneas') court but a few years after an eruption. 

It was the eruption of 1669 which destroyed 
Catania. The morning of the i8th of March 
broke, says Dennis, as though the sun were 
eclipsed. A furious whirlwind shook the island, 
and earthquakes upheaved the soil. 

At Nicosia, half-way up Etna, people could not 
stand upon their feet. Everything rolled as on 
ship-board. In an hour or two, Nicosia itself lay 
a heap of ruins; then, amid the din of labouring 
Nature, eight fresh craters- opened beneath the" 
cone, pouring forth lava, sand, and stones to the ' 
height of twelve hundred feet. 

From these eight new craters a stream, two 
miles wide, poured down the mountain, dividing 
itself midway into two currents ; one running west 
towards Palermo and the plain of Simeto, the 
other precipitating itself over Catania into the se^. 
Hissing, roaring, seething, the two rival elements . 
meet, clash, and battle. 

Neptune, as is meet he should in the tripart 

island of Sicily, conquers ! The waves arrest the 

fiery element. A lava wall, forty feet high, fills up 

the port, and a new black promontory runs out 

half a mile to sea, in advance oi tVve o\d co^sVlm^^, 
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For fouY months Catania lay besieged by a sea 
of lava — a city of Dita, such as Dante paints in 
the Inferno. 

Over and above the lava there is an earthquake, 
which, without waiting for Etna's slower proceed- 
ings, lays the whole city in ruins, and kills eighteen 
hundred people. 

Two years after, in opening out the lava, flames 
burst forth. Eight years later, hot mists rise from 
it after rain. 

The fears of the first Greek settlers at Naxos 
were fully justified. " They feared to go further 
south," says Diodorous, "on account of Volcanoes." 

They were right. 

It is an ill wind which blows no one any good. 

*' Se Catania averse Porto, 
Palermo surei morto," 

says the proverb. 

Strange to say, after the awful experience of 
1669, and so many other awful experiences ever 
since the time of Pythagoras and the sixth century 
B.C., the Catanians persist in rebuilding the city 
on precisely the same lines ! 

We have a Catania of the time of the Trojan 
war, of Alcibiades and the Athenians, of Himilcon 
the Carthaginian, whose advance was checked by 
the lava, as far down as Naxos ; a Catania of the 
civil wars of Caesar and Pompey, of the Emperor 
Caligula, whom the roar of Etna, as far off as at 
Messina, frightened away from Sicily ; a Catania 
of the time of Titus, and also of Decius, when 
people were Christians, and the merits of St. 
Agatha's veil was tested in an eruption ; a Catania 
of the time of Frederic II. and of Charles of Anjou ; 
and, lastly, a Catania of William the Good, 11 69 
(William, third in succession from the great Count 
Roger), when, in a single instant, CaL\.a.m^\>^c."^xofc 
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a heap of ruins, including the Norman Cathedral, 
the bishop, and his congregation ! 

Yes ! Hiero's iEtnea is a city of fire, according 
to its name — ^was, is, and ever will be. God help 
the people ! 

And the insolence and caprices of the lava ! 

In a quarter of the city called the Gambayita, 
where the walls are thirty feet high and very thick, 
a spring of water was embedded. A century later, 
the want of this particular spring being felt, search 
was made for it, and the lava hewn out, when the 
living waters were discovered, cool and abundant 
as ever ! 

The mediaeval castle, too, a grimy-looking edi- 
fice, by turns the Hohenstaufen Palace, Arragonese 
Parliament, and general city fortress, built by 
Frederic II. from the wreck of the city walls, 
close to the harbour, now stands high and dry in 
the middle of the town. 

The Saracens styled Etna Mongibello, and 
** dreaded it exceedingly." To them it was a 
fetish or devil, to be exorcised and worshipped 
like the Palician gods. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Military Friends — Catanian Bluebeards — A Mysterious 
Elephant— The Cathedral— St. Agatha. 

O-DAY I have had three tele- 
grams from General de Sonnaz, 
commander-in-chief of the army oi 
Italy in Sicily. 

" If you come while I am there," 
said this most fascinating of men 
and bravest of soldiers, ** I will take care of you. 
Brigands ! No, not with iwe, Koivseuse ; you 
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shall have a regiment of Bersagliwi to escort you, 
if you like." 

** No," say I, " not a regiment." 

** Well, then, half a regiment. Understand me, 
I guarantee your safety. You shall go everywhere, 
see everything. Trust me." 

When this was said, a year ago, we were walk- 
ing, General de Sonnaz and I, up and down the 
Pancaldi Baths at Leghorn. 

And he has kept his word ! 

Three telegrams from Palermo this very day, 
telling me what to do and where to go. I am 
waited on everywhere by the authorities like 
royalty. At Messina I had an invitation to stay 
in the house of the Prefect. 

The Prefect there, and the General here, the latter 
in uniform, presented themselves on my arrival. 
(Now, I am quite come to despise prefects and 
simple generals, as I have commanders-in-chief 
and generals of division awaiting my pleasure.) 

Marchese X commands at Catania. He 

has just called, with his two aids-de-camp, in the 
whitest of gloves and with the politest of manners. 
And he is such a nice, fat, fatherly general, Mar- 
chese X , so anxious to please the friend of 

de Sonnaz, there is nothing he will not do for me ; 
even going into the question of my luggage with 
the patience of a benevolent courier I (You are 
only allowed to travel ^ith a certain amount of 
kilos, in Sicily.) 

Nothing would do but that Marchese X— — 
must return in the evening in his open carriage, 
to show me the eflfect of the gas in the long lines, 
Strada Stesicorea and the Corso ditto, a blaze in 
the Elephant Square, and the caf6s more brilliant 
than Paris boulevards. 

A most agreeable man, Marchese X , and 

full of pleasant gossip. 
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Catanian husbands, according to him, are real 
tigers. One is known to lock his wife into her 
carriage when he cannot accompany her in her 
drive up and down the Corso ; another reads his 
wife's letters first, even those from her mother. 

** We Piedmontese despise such espionage," 
says General X , who has a remarkably hand- 
some Marchesa; "if our wives are honest, bene; 
if not, we cannot force them into virtue ! These 
Catanian nobles are full of Arab bipod, only half 
civilized. 

** No lady here is seen walking [this I had noticed 
myself] after a certain early hour, say two o'clock, 
then only in the side streets, avoiding the cafes 
and the thoroughfares. If she meets a gentleman 
of her acquaintance, and the gentleman accosts 
her, her reputation is *gone for ever ! ' " 

At this. General Marchese X laughs, think- 
ing of the civilized freedom of Turin ; his two 
aids-de-camp, Captains Cavalotti and Fran- 
chetti, laugh also, and both opine that Sicily is a 
barbarous country^ a thousand years behind 
Northern Italy. 

At the bottom of the Strada Stesicorea I find 
a thoroughly Italian square, large, white, and 
uniform. On one side is the Cathedral, in the 
centre ** the Elephant." 

Now "the Elephant " is a mysterious quadruped, 
bearing on its back the name of a certain " Helio- 
dorus," Diodorus, or "t)iotro." It is carved in 
lava, smaller than life, and accommodated with 
tusks and a houdah of white marble, on the top 
of which is an obelisk covered with hieroglyphics. 

Whence the elephant came, and who Heliodorus, 
Diodorus, or Diotro is — Byzantine, Greek Bishop, 
Jew, or Magician — is not known. 

V* Did Agathocles' Egyptian wife," asks Freeman, 
''bring him in her pocket ? ". Or the Crusaders ? I 
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ask. Was he imported under Maniace ? Or was 
he a Meta in a Roman circus ? — or an idol ? 

As to the Cathedral, when I saw it bristling 
with Barocco ornamentation — Tritons, Nereids, 
Centaurs, foliage, gargoyles, capped by a frieze 
from the Greek theatre — ^nad I followed my inclina- 
tion, I should have turned and fled ! 

Barocco has a faux air of the cinque-cento, de- 
formed and exaggerated into burlesque; such as 
might be the graceful caracoles of a racehorse, 
compared to the ungainly antics of a mule. 

People tell-me Barocco is picturesque ; so is a red 
brick wall, or a cupola scaled with coloured tiles. 

I hate shams. 

Now Barocco is the apotheosis of shams, exe- 
cuted by artists who, without power to create them- 
selves, ape and distort the creations of genius. 

Not even the fact that the Cathedral was 
founded by my favourite, Count Roger, can 
reconcile me to it. Its real date is 1757, when 
the sham style was rampant in Sicily. Some 
blackened arches at the east end, and a lancet 
window or two, are all that remain of the original 
structure, destroyed in the reign of William the 
Good by an eruption. 

If the outside is overcharged, the interior is 
singularly cold and nude. St. Agatha is the 
presiding goddess, as one may say — as is Santa 
Lucia at Syracuse, and Santa Rosalia at Palermo. 
St. Agatha doubles her part with that of a virgin 
goddess. 

Her chapel, where she stands, a female St. 
Michael, with a dragon at her feet, blazes out on 
one side of the bare walls. A silver chest con- 
tains her relics, and the wonder-working veil 
which so distinctly drove back the lava from 
Catania, a.d. 254. 

Until then, the Virgin ruled in Catania, as in 



t44 t)lAnY 6^ AM IbLE WOMA!4 IN SICILV. 

Messina. But after showing herself so thoroughly 
incompetent on that occasion, she was publicly 
dethroned and repudiated, and the maid Agatha 
installed in her place. 

It is in the year a.d. 251, and Decius is 
Emperor. 

St. Paul has long ago landed at Syracuse, on 
his way to Rome ; and Vesuvius, not to be 
behindhand with Etna, overwhelmed the cities 
of Pompeii and Herculaneum, B.C. 79. 

As Sicily has been a Roman province some 
forty years, all these events come to affect Catania 
more or less, especially the landing of St. Paul; 
for now the city has a Christian bishop and a 
Christian church, like Syracuse, and all Sicily 
might have been converted, only with Decius 
have come cruel days, when to be a ** Nazarene " 
is death. 

At this time the young Roman Praetor, Quin- 
tianus, loved a Catanian maid, named Agatha. 
But Agatha, consecrated to God from her earliest 
youth, would not listen to his suit. 

As a Christian, Agatha was absolutely in his 
power. Had she returned his love, the young 
Praetor would have little cared whether she 
worshipped Jupiter or Christ ; but, as it was, 
he became a red-hot persecutor. 

Will Agatha yield or not ? (He gives her a last 
chance.) "No!** Will she die the death of a 
martyr and a slave? **Yes! a thousand times, 
yes ! ** 

Despised love often turns to bitterest hate : so 
it was with Quintianus. 

The fair Catanian, tall and comely, her golden 

hair abroad upon her shoulders, her large blue 

eyes full of sweetness — as pictured at her altar by 

Bernardius Grsecus, 1588 — is dragged by the 

h'ctors, naked, to the judgment-seat of her lover. 
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The rounded apse of the Basilica is filled with 
soldiers, hard, wolfish-eyed, and sensual. 

In front, between the fasces, on his curule chair, 
sits Quintianus, wrapped in a purple toga, hemmed 
with gold; the golden eagles and wreaths of 
victory behind. 

Agatha gives Quintianus no time to address 
her. 

"Take me, Lord Christ!" she cries, clasping 
her hands, and raising her eyes to heaven. 
"I am thine. Do with me as thou wilt. Like 
Agnes, I am thy lamb ; lead me to the sacrifice." 

She weeps, she cries; not for sorrow, but for 
shame. 

Quintianus, maddened by the sight of all that 
grace and beauty, condemns her, not to death, 
but to infamy. But the Catanian maid comes 
pure out of the ordeal. 

After another month, Agatha is again summoned 
before the Praetor. Whatever mercy was in his 
heart, fanned by the hope that degradation and 
shame might conquer her, has fled. 

She stands before him a common culprit. In 
answer to his interrogations, she has but one 
reply : " I am a Christian ! " 

This time Agatha is led to prison. 

We know where that is. The Santo Carcere, 
as it is called, in memory of the saint, is near the 
Via Stesicorea, underground, not far from the 
remains of the vast circle of the Roman Amphi- 
theatre. 

Above the spot is a modern church, pilastered, 
white- washed, and frescoed like the rest ; only 
there is a rare Norman portal, which has survived 
perils of earthquakes and lava from the time of 
William the Good. 

The httle cell where Agatha lay is built into the 
iity walls. Within, on a block oi V^n^^ \% S^^ 

roi /. 11 
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impress of two dainty feet — her footmarks, as 
is devoutly believed by the Catanese, when she 
Was flung into the prison. 

A third time Agatha is summoned before Quin- 
tianus. A third time she cries out, " I am of 
Christ ! " This is too much for the outraged 
lover. The valiant Agatha is stretched upon the 
rack, and her fair body wrenched and torn with 
red-hot hooks and pmcers. Her courage is 
immense. 

** Lord, take me ! '* she cries, as long as she can 
speak. ** I am thine ! " 

It is a horrible struggle between brute force 
and woman's fortitude. 

Still she lives, and still she cries. 

** Silence that woman's voice by agony ! " shouts 
Quintianus, a very Herod in his vengeance. 

Her virgin breast is to be cut off, Quintianus 
says it. 

** Monster!" shrieks Agatha, writhing on the 
rack, in the hands of the Roman lic5lors. ** Are 
you not ashamed — ^you, who have sucked the paps 
of a woman's breast yourself ? " 

Carried back to her cell, Agatha is comforted by 
the presence of an angel, who dresses her wounds. 

Then she makes this prayer: " Lord, my crea- 
tor, thou hast protected me from my cradle. 
Receive m)' soul ! " 

And so she sweetly dies. 

Her relics, carried to Constantinople by our 
friend General George Maniace, were brought 
back to Catania in the reign of Roger, son of the 
Great Count. 

St. Agatha la Veteve, on the site of Count Roger's 
original cathedral, is the spot where Agatha suf- 
fered torture. There is her tomb. 

But it is in the Barocco Cathedral you must 
Jook for her remains. 
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Twice a year the silver chest is taken from the 
altar, and placed upon a car, to be carried in 
triumph through the city. 

The Catanian citizens, prostrate on the stones, 
line the streets by thousands to see her pass. 

Hymns are sung in her honour, bands play, 
trumpets sound, and tall tapers glisten. 



CHAPTER XXHI. 

San Benedetto— The House of San Niccolo on Etna — ^Adven- 
tures of an Austrian Prince — A Benedictine General — 
The Supper — The Sleep and (he Awakening. 

AM just returned from a drive, 
escorted b)^ a hoary rascal of a 
vith a swollen face and 
a grizzly beard. Beware of him ! 

We started vaguely, in a one-horse 

shay, to look after a temple of Ceres. 

Such a thing does not exist in Catania. He 

knew it, the wretch I It was only an excuse to 

jolt me miles over dangerous lava-roads, at so 

much an hour. 

The horse, like his driver, trained to idleness, 
drawled on hopelessly until we landed in a vast 
piazza, before the Church of St. Benedict. 

St. Benedict is the great modem sight of 
Catania. A glaring, semi-circular building of 
enormous size spread out upon a rise. Of course 
it is Barocco, the only architecture permitted by 
the lava. 

The facade is imposing, but essentially com- 
mon-place. Through what seemed to me miles of 
corridors and pillared galleries, and countless 
courts, I was led by amo^,iobe4m->N\u.\.t9ia.-Mis^.% 
11* 




I48 DlARV OP AN IDL^ WOMAN IK SICIlV* 

to a gaudy church, 550 feet in length — a kind of 
court ball-room, glittering with chandeliers. 

** No one lights them now," says the monk, 
with a sigh, as he sees my eyes travelling round 
the desert of variegated marble, agate, jasper, 
mosaics, silver-gilt reliefs, stalls of carved walnut- 
wood, and glaring wall frescoes. 

" The King of Naples used to have his rooms 
in the Abbots* quarter. Then we had masses 
sung every day, at all the altars. An orchestra 
came from the opera-house of San Carlo at 
Naples, to play for us. And candles, ah ! myriads 
of wax-candles ! No one looked to the cost when 
the King and Queen were here. Humbert and 
his Consort came once — ma chh'^ (a gesture of 
supreme contempt occurs here). "They stayed 
two days, and spent nothing. Diamine I We are 
fallen on evil days ! ** 

In the church is the finest organ in the world ; 
Dennis says, finer than at Haarlem or Lucerne. 
Now at Lucerne, I can personally answer that 
the thunder and earthquake stops are the most 
appalling combination of sound human ear ever 
listened to. 

If the Benedictine convent is the great sight of 
Catania, "the garden of the miracle" is the great 
sight of the convent, matching in miraculousness 
the Pii Frates and the veil of St. Agatha. 

It is clear that our monk thinks so. With a 
species of ecstasy he points to a black lava pile, 
close upon a flowery grove of paulonias and 
pepper trees, and explains that here the fiery 
flood of 1669 turned aside of its own accord, out 
of respect to the house of St. Benedict. 

Before this palatial establishment was built 

in Catania, the Benedictine monks, lovers of 

^fountain-summits and free air, had, as early as 

pSe sixth century, settled themselves on the slopes 
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of Etna, within ** the wooded zone," near Nicosia. 
But after enduring the havoc of three separate 
eruptions, they deserted the treacherous volcano, 
and came down here. 

Anent this change of locaHty, a curious tale is 
told. (N.B. — It is not my invention.) 

A certain Austrian, Prince Wrede, started from 
Prague on his travels southward. Being at Rome, 
he went on to Naples, and from thence sailed to 
Messina and Catania. 

Now the Prince's object in visiting Sicily must 
not be misunderstood. He was not a savant ; he 
was actuated by no religious zeal in what he was 
about to do. He was simply a hard-headed, 
somewhat eccentric Austrian, fond of good eating, 
and an amateur of ancient monasteries, especially 
those of the Benedictine order. 

Also he had been told that the finest quails in 
the world were shot on Etna in their passage 
from Africa, and that the Benedictine church and 
hospice of San Niccolo, near Nicosia, was one 
of the most ancient monastic establishments in 
the south of Europe. 

At Rome he had provided himself with a 
letter from Cardinal Orsini to the Benedictine 
superior. 

There is now a good road from Catania to 
Nicosia, ziz-zagging twelve miles up the side 
of Etna: I can see it from the hotel; but a 
hundred years ago this was nothing but a mule 
track. 

At Nicosia you enter into what is called La 
Boschiva, consisting of oak, beech, and chestnut 
forests. For miles and miles there are nothing 
but trees, lava boulders, extinct craters, and 
broom. A fine turf grows between, into which 
the foot sinks like a carpet. 

J^eaf Nicosia are the "Tre C^sX^.^'^" "WNset^^ 



150 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

tree-shells of unknown antiquity, and standing 
beneath them you have a bird's-eye view over the 
plains of Catania and the sea. 

If the trees were bigger, La Boschiva would 
be like an English park ; but as the woods are all 
wind-tossed, sdorched, and stunted, it is a very 
desolate place indeed, especially to be avoided 
in those days, as infested by banditti and mal 
viventi of all descriptions. 

Prince Wrede had been told at Rome to go to 
the Convent of San Niccolo on Etna. He knew 
of no other convent or monastic establishment 
bearing the same name in the city; when, how- 
ever, he went out to engage a mule for the ascent, 
the muleteer seemed greatly surprised, and quite 
puzzled him by his questions. 

Was he sure where he wanted to go ? ** Was it 
to the Convent of San Niccolo or to the Hospice 
of San Niccolo ? " 

The Prince, not understanding the Sicilian 
dialect, explained as well as he could that he 
desired to visit the Benedictine establishment on 
Etna, but still the muleteer hesitated to comply, 
**Pago henCt* repeated Prince Wrede to all the 
muleteer's objections, which he did not in the 
least understand. ^^Pago bene.*' 

These words, spoken in a loud voice and in an 
imperious manner, seemed to decide the muleteer. 
"Try to talk Italian, instead of that infernal 
gibberish," added the Prince, availing himself 
of the good impression his repeated offers of 
money had made, at which the Sicilian bowed 
low and kissed his hand. 

But when a little later he saw the Prince's 
m^tees spread out on the ground, his astonishment 
^^^m returned. 



foes 



5S your Excellency really intend carrying 
with yon ? ** (As the muleteer now spoke 
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in Italian, he and the Prince could understand 
each other perfectly.) 

" Certainly," was the reply; ** every article." 

"Your Excellency has friends up there?" and 
he pointed to Etna. 

** I have a letter for the General." 

** For the Captain, your Excellency ? " 

" No ; for the General, I say. Now don't stand 
here talking and losing time. I know it is a long 
climb ; but, Pago hem ! you understand." 

** I don*t doubt that," answered the Sicilian, 
greatly exercised in his mind, "or that your 
Excellency intends to keep his word ; but as we 
are both here safe at the present time, would you 
mind giving me the money beforehand ? I should 
prefer it, in case of accidents." 

"What accidents?" asked the Prince, sharply. 

"Well" — and the muleteer looked up Etna, then 
rubbed his nose, and last of all winked, a fami- 
liarity the Prince showed he resented — "accidents 
do happen on Etna. Before we get up it will be 
midnight. I should like to come back at once. 
If the Excellency pleases, it will be better to pay 
me now." 

" Do they sup as late as midnight ? " asked the 
Prince, thinking of the quails at San Niccolo. 

" Oh ! certainly, at midnight. Much more 
likely to find them eating by night than day." 

" Capital I " cried the Prince, rubbing his hands 
and looking quite condescending. " How cool 
it will be ! The very time for a good supper ! 
Here is your money, muleteer." 

" Mill6 grazie," said the honest fellow, taking off 
his scarlet cap. "Now I can start off back as 
soon as you arrive, and run down the hill to 
Nicosia in no time." 

The first part of the ascent was made in silence. 
The orange-groves and olive- gro\x\ids»^ ^\A -^ 
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those innumerable little white houses dotted about 
Catania, were soon left far below ; then their path 
l2Ly over the lava till they came to the little town 
ot Nicosia. 

As they made a short halt here, all the peasants 
turned out to stare at them, and one old woman 
said : ** Many people go to San Niccolo by force, 
but you are the first I ever knew go there of their 
own accord ! Dio vi henedicaJ" 

But Prince Wrede was thinking too deeply 
about the quails to heed her. 

The little town of Nicosia, looking from Catania 
like a white rag hung up on a peg, now consists of 
two rows of black huts, built very near the 
ground. It has suffered so fearfully from whirl- 
winds and earthquakes, that the Nicosians build 
as low as possible, for safety. There is a magni- 
ficent view. You can see all the indentations of 
the beautiful straits on both sides, down to Aci, 
Giarre, and Mascoli, on one side; Capes Sparti- 
vento and Delle Armi, Reggio and Scilla, on the 
other ; the peaks of the Taurus Mountains over 
Taormina, the great blanched city of Catania 
spread out upon the plain, the Point and Bay of 
Agosta, the Bay of Thapsus, and so on, to the 
heights of Hybla. 

Before the Prince had left Nicosia night had 
come on. There was no moon, and but little light 
on the horizon ; but as the muleteer and the mules 
appeared to know the way, this did not matter. 
About a quarter of a mile distant, they made a 
sharp turn to the right, into what seemed to be 
a dry torrent-bed. Here the path ended. After 
scrambling for some time among the stones, a 
black mass barred their progress. 

** Behold the Convent of San Niccolo," said the 
niu]eteer, speaking under his breath, and crossing 
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" What a dismal place ! ** exclaimed the Prince ; 
** it is like a prison ! " 

** We can still return to Nicosia, if the Ex- 
cellency likes," whispered the Sicilian, eagerly. 
•* No one is about ; no one has heard us. It will 
be much better to sleep at Nicosia, believe me." 

** I have given you my orders," answered the 
Prince, stiffly. " Go on ; I am hungry." 

At this, the muleteer gave his mule a savage 
cut on the back, and, with a little more climbing, 
they stood before the door. Near at hand, the 
building looked to the Prince more like a for- 
tress than a monastery. It was partly in ruins; 
and every eruption, since the time of the great 
Count Roger, seemed to have left its mark upon 
the walls. 

" Knock," said the Prince to the muleteer ; 
" what are you staring at ? " 

The sound of the iron knocker rang out hollow 
in the night. A httle bell, a long way off, was 
heard to ring, then there was a sound of footsteps. 
A window, low in the wall, opened ; the barrel of 
a musket was directed full upon the Prince, who 
was close to the entrance, and a rough voice 
asked, ** Who are you ? " 

"A friend," answered Prince Wrede, calmly 
putting aside the musket-barrel with one hand, 
and raising his hat with the other. "You are 
quite right," he added, "to be cautious in such 
solitude, and not to admit strangers. I do not 
blame you. I should do the same in your place ; 
but you need not be afraid of me : I have a letter 
from Cardinal Orsini to your General." 

** For our Captain ? " 

** No, no ; for your General." 

"Ah! that is the same thing. General or 
Captain. Are you alone ? " 

•* I am/* answered the Prince, 



i 
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"Wait then, and I will come and unbar the 
door." 

Meanwhile the muleteer had quietly disappeared. 

"What a delicious smell!" exclaimed Prince 
Wrede, as the door opened. 

" I am glad you like it," said the owner of the 
rough voice, in a very sulky tone, still holding his 
musket dangerously near the Prince. " You smell 
our Captain's supper; he will be back directly. 
By the way, do you know him ? " 

" Here is a letter addressed to the Most Rev- 
erend the General of the Benedictines, at the 
Convent of San Niccolo at Catania." 

" Ah ! now I understand," cried the monk, a 
broad grin parting his thick lips. "Capisco! Si! Si! 
He ! He ! " and, quite condescendingly, he laughed 
until his sides shook. 

Unobservant as was the Prince, the interior of 
the convent did strike him as very strange. Oak- 
trees were growing up inside the ruined walls ; 
grass was everywhere ; not a cross, crucifix, or 
altar to be seen. 

The monk, seeing his perplexity, explained that 
it was only their country convent, their villegiatura, 
" Besides the Hospice," he added, " we have a 
splendid establishment down at Catania." 

"Ah!" exclaimed the Prince, greatly annoyed, 
" no one told me that ; perhaps I was mistaken in 
coming here ; but, at all events, here I am, and 
here I must spend the night. Meantime," a bright 
thought struck him, " would you allow me to go 
down to the kitchen, and see what there is for 
supper ? " 

" Upon my word, I see no objection," replied 
the monk, his lips once more parted with a broad 
grin. " I will show you the way ; but tell me, 
first, how much money have you in your purse ? '* 
Tbr^G thqusandi five hundred lir^t" 



// 
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"Ah! then," muttered the man, half aloud, 
** Tm sure the Captain will be glad to see you !" 

In the kitchen Prince Wrede found a cook, 
dressed in white, double his own size, busy before 
the fire. 

He was just about to ask this giant how he 
cooked his quails, when an exclamation from the 
latter caused him to turn his head. A tall, dark 
man, dressed in the full Benedictine habit, was 
standing immovable behind him. 

** Ah ! the General! General," said the Prince, 
tearing himself from the contemplation of the 
quails, ** I am delighted to see you ! You have an 
excellent cook : he has got quails for supper ! " 

** Are you Prince Wrede ? " asked the General, 
fixing upon him a pair of eyes that glistened like 
coals. 

** Yes, General, at your service. I am a student 
of history, especially of the history of the Bene- 
dictine convents. I know all about this place, 
better, perhaps, than you do," added the Prince 
with a smile. 

A smile passed over the General's face also, but 
it was not a pleasant smile. 

" These Sicilian monks are queer fellows," 
thought the Prince ; ** they all seem alike, sulky 
and silent ; nothing at all of the amenity of the 
Churchman about them. I suppose it is the wild 
life and Etna." 

When the General and the Prince reached the 
top of the stairs, the whole community had assem- 
bled. There were about thirty monks, not one 
pleasant to look at. They all wore their white 
cowls drawn over their heads, except the superior, 
who, uncovered, led the way into a well-lit refec- 
tory, where a long table was laid for supper. 

The Prince, who had all his wits about him, 
was astounded at the splendour of tVv^ ^Vax*^ W^ 
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the fineness of the linen. The refectory itself 
had evidently been the ancient church. An open 
hearth filled the place of the altar, and the niches 
for saints were ornamented with fire-arms. 

"The most self-denpng Benedictines I ever 
knew," thought the Prince to himself, " and who 
best carry out the precepts of their great founder," 

** Prince ! " said the General, seeing the admira- 
tion depicted on his countenance as he gazed 
around, " I really must apologise for a very bad 
supper ; but you gave me no notice. I am afiraid, 
too, our country habits will surprise you. Every 
brother eats with a pair of pistols beside his plate, 
and there is a sentinel at the door as a precaution. 
Pray excuse us if we do not alter our custom even 
in the presence of so illustrious a guest ! " 

" I should be shocked to disarrange you in any 
way," was the Prince's courteous answer. 

Upon this, the General threw open his robe, 
took a superb pair of inlaid pistols from his belt, 
and laid them upon the table. 

** Excellent ! " cried the Prince, watching him ; 
" I like the idea vastly ! Pistols are the traveller's 
best friends. I have a pair also ; I will put them 
beside my plate, if one of your obliging monks 
will be kind enough to fetch them." 

" Another day, another day," said the superior, 
taking his place. ** Sit opposite to me. Prince ! 
Can you say a * Benedicite ? ' " 

** I could formerly, but I am afraid I have 
forgotten it." 

*'What a pity!" returned the General. "I 
reckoned upon you ; I fear we neglect it, and 
to-day the chaplain is absent. So, if you cannot 
help me, with your permission, we will omit grace 
altogether!" 

Prince Wrede ate both his supper and his quails 
with the appetite of a long-fasting man, helping 
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himself at the same time to copious draughts of 
Marsala, a wine to which he was now introduced 
for the first time. So delicious did he find it, that 
he paid no attention to the repeated warnings of 
the General, that it was a very heady wine. To 
this, and to his ignorance of the Sicilian dialect, 
may be attributed the fact that he listened but 
carelessly to the talk of the monks. Yet they told 
the strangest stories — all about brigands, convents 
sacked, ransoms paid, and gens d'armes shot ! 

After the Marsala, came Isola and Muscat ; 
the Prince drank of all these, until he fell into 
a half-sleep. 

Was it true, or was it a dream ? Did the monks 
throw oflF their robes and transform themselves 
into brigands, with pointed hats, knee-breeches, 
embroidered jackets, and endless poniards and 
pistols stuck into their belts ? 

Did the General rap the table with a naked 
dagger, throw over the lamp, and order a door 
to be opened, upon which three prisoners appeared, 
at whom he took deliberate aim, standing in his 
place, their blood flowing down the refectory in a 
crimson stream ? 

At length the Prince's eyes closed in heavy 
slumber ; lior could he open them, nor had he the 
power to sit upright. His last recollection was 
till effort to rise and free himself from the horrible 
Wood, which had collected in pools about his feet. 
But his legs failed him, and he fell heavily, dead 
drunk, upon the floor. 

When he awoke it was broad daylight, and he 
was lying under an oak at the edge of the Bos- 
chiva, or wooded region, the flat roofs of Nicosia 
peeping out beneath. Beside him, on the grass, 
lay all his luggage, untouched, even to his pipe ; 
and in the valise his purse, containing the exact 
sum he had placed in it on leaving C^X^m'a.V 
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Within was a. letter, which he eagerly opened [ 
it was addressed : 

■' To his ExceUency the Prioce Wrede. 

" I have a thousand excuses to make to you for 
the suddenness of my departure, but important 
affairs call me to Cefalij. I hope you will not 
forget that the hospitality you received from the 
monks of San Niccol6 was, however unworthy of 
your acceptance, the best they could offer. When 
you write to Cardinal Orsini, I beg you to recom- 
mend us to his prayers. 

"You will find all your luggage, except your 
pistols ; these, I trust, you will permit me to 
retain as a souvenir of your visit. 

"Gaspabone, 

" General of the Monastery of San Nkcolb,upm Etna." 

The Prince turned homewards, a wiser and a 
sadder man. Years after, he saw in a newspaper 
that the "famous brigand chief, Gasparone, had 
been captured by the Neapolitan troops, after a 
desperate resistance, to the great joy of Nicosia, 
Catania, and the whole of the two Calabrias. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Catania to Syracuse— General X The Doctor— Plain of 

Catania— Lentini— The Unlucky Sicilian Sculpture. 

JOW I have come to dread that word 

" trasborgo " (break-down), applied 
to Sicilian railroads ! They are so 
badly engineered all through the 
island that they are always breaking. 
When you start on a journey, it is as 

uirccssary to ask if there is "trasborgo" as to 

ijjouire the price of your ticket, 
/ hud beard of "trasborgo" on the rail from 
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Catania to Palermo. Now, General Marchese 

X , accompanied by his aide-de-camp, Captain 

Cavallotti, has just been here to inform me that 
there is also ** trasborgo '' between Catania and 
Syracuse 1 

That best and most sympathetic of generals did 
all he could to dissuade me from going ; and Cap- 
tain Cavallotti, in resplendent uniform, supported 
him. 

" Is there any fear of brigands ? " I asked. 

A loud laugh from the General, and a suppressed 
one from the Captain, as of an inferior officer 
obliterating himself, even in mirth, before his 
chief. 

**Ah! madame, you are like all the fores t ieri ! 
You conjure up a brigand behind every rock. 
Believe me, the east coast, from Messina to Syra- 
cuse, is much quieter and safer than — well, say, 
than the neighbourhood of Rome, for instance." 
(Piedmontese have, and will long retain, a certain 
spite against Rome, as robbing their beloved Turin 
of the privileges of a capital.) ** About here the 
people are pretty much like sheep : you may drive 
them where you like. That is not the question. 
But you may have to walk miles through the mud, 
in open fields ; you may be drenched by the rain — 
Sicilian rain ! Your baggage may be left behind, 
for want of some one to carry it, and then " 

^A vague motion here of the General's fingers, 
inaicative of tbtal disappearance into infinite 
space.) 

** This time it will be boats," added the Marquis. 
"A bridge near Lentini is broken — a river is out. 
Will milady like a boat? — two boats, perhaps? 
For I believe there is a double trasborgo ; and the 
country so inundated that the line may break any- 
where — at any time. It is really hazardous." 

Now, although I am the most arratvt ^q^^\^ 
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breathing, I was not in a mood to be stopped by 
an3rthing short of an earthquake. I had also learned 
not to believe one- half of what was told me, even 
in official quarters. I was dying to see S)n:acuse — 
my vision by day, my dream by night — and I had 
fallen upon two friends in precisely the same con- 
dition as myself. 

I will call one Physic — ^he was a Scotch doctor 

of high position ; the other S , in delicate 

health, and going to try the climate of Syracuse — 
only S joined us later. 

The doctor had travelled all over the known 
world. Chinese Tartary and Cambodia were as 
nothing to him. He had walked over such parts 
of the Himalayas as are walkable, and had lived 
with Hindoos, Persians, and Arabians ; emerging 
into civilised life as the politest of gentlemen and 
the pleasantest of companions that chance ever 
threw in the path-of an Idle Woman. 

One fine afternoon Physic and I booked our- 
selves for Syracuse — secretly. If the fact of my 
departure from Catania had oozed out, I should 
have had the General-Marquis, and his 6tat-major 
in white gloves, and the Prefect and Sub- Prefect, 
waiting on the platform to take leave of me. 

From the moment you pass the last house in 
Catania, you emerge into another world — flat, 
dull, swampy, treeless — altogether so different 
from the other side, that, but for Etna dominating, 
grey and majestic, over pale, receding heights, 
you might fancy yourself in another planet. 

These are the Catanian Plains, the Campi Leon- 
tini, or Campi Lsestrygonie — as you like — once 
the granary of the world. It was the fertility of 
these plains, and the security of her harbour, 
which made ** daughter Catania '* so much greater 
than ** mother Naxos," sunk in her quiet little bay 
der Taormina, 
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Here Ceres, the Greek Demeter, sowed the first 
wheat with her own goddess hands, and taught 
men how to cultivate the soil ; and here she sought 
her lost daughter, Proserpine, to the sound of 
drums and trumpets. 

Here, too, lived the Laestrygonian giants, own 
cousins to the Cyclops. 

In our day, the Pianura di Catania is a dreary 
swamp, bordering the coast, traversed by the river 
Simeto (Symoethus), which in its time has seen 
strange sights, running beside those mysterious 
towns without a name, at the back of Etna. 

Cicero celebrates this plain as unsurpassed for 
fruitfulness. The soil — a stiff alluvial clay, mixed 
with the driftings of volcanic rocks — is as fertile 
as ever ; but what modern Ceres will teach the 
thriftless Sicilian to till it ? Where are the golden 
wheat -ears of Proserpine? The ruddy glow of 
classic harvests? What river -god will order 
Simeto back into his bed ? What national chief, 
like Ducetius, breathe energy and ardour into his 
countrymen ? 

** A trasborgo here would be awkward," I remark 
to Physic, who is sitting serene and silent in his 
compartimento, with his head buried in a news- 
paper. 

(I cannot make Physic out. At Catania he 
spoke with enthusiasm of his desire to see Syra- 
cuse. ** I am too old a traveller," said he, ** not to 
notice everything. I love to see, not only a place, 
but its surroundings. Syracuse is an historical 
record of all time ; as such, the very way to it is 
sacred. Every step from Catania is classic 
ground.'* Now, I declare, he has fallen into 
such a fit of distraction that ever since' we have 
been in the train he has never once raised his 
head !) 

** I * you are afraid, don't look o\il,'' \\^ ^wsi^^x-^ 

Foi. /. \% 
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curtly, lifting his eyes for a moment. ** When an 
accident is likely to happen, I take a book and 
read/; 

This is not reassuring, nor is the alarmed silence 
of a French dignitary, in a purple soutane and red 
stockings, who sits next to him. The dignitary 
and his priestly secretary are hanging on to each 
other with that sympathy which common danger 
breeds. 

Still on the Catanian Plains ! 

The soil is oozing out water as our heavy train 
pufifs slowly over it. A broad belt of black mud 
runs widespread to the sea. Streams form them- 
selves into rivers among the swamps, and splash 
and gurgle maliciously as we pass. 

Like the water from the soil, my courage also 
is oozing out. I recall with a sigh the General's 
warnings. In absolute terror I watch, minute by 
minute, our slow advance. 

Further and further recedes the white -capped 
dome of Etna ; further and further the cold blue 
hills vanish into space, and the valleys purple off 
vaguely into soft hazy clouds. 

Among those hills lies Mineo (the Siculian chief 
place Menoe), near Caltagirone and Palagonia, 
looking down upon the mystic lake of the Palici, 
where sulphureous mists veiled the presence of the 
demons. The Menoe of Ducetius was one of the 
towns taken by the Saracens when they penetrated 
into these Catanian plains as far as Palagonia. 

We passed one miserable little station, then 
another; wooden arks upon the surface of the 
waters, with just room for the guards to turn 
round, as on a pivot. 

Then into a region of stone-bound breezy downs, 

broken by rare clumps of scanty olive-trees. The 

aspect as of old battle-fields, flattened by the iron 

/ieej of the great hosts which m all ag;es have 
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trodden here, hurrying to Syracuse ; a land blasted 
and woe-stricken, grown silent with despair I 

Nothing living breaks the long lines of these 
grass-grown rocks. I see a solitary house (a kind 
of shanty) in the bosom of grey cliffs ; an orange- 
tree or two, clustering together ; a bunch of cactus, 
or an aloe. That is all ; then, on again, into the 
vague greenness of the hills ! 

Thus, it seems to me, dead Syracuse should be 
approached. With the death of Syracuse the land 
died too — died, and lies at rest. 

At the station of Lentini (Leontini) I get a peep 
at the historic lake — a very dead sea, with sad, 
lone shores — the largest lake in all Sicily, and 
excellent for wild fowl. Look at it while you may I 

I nudge Physic (now, I grieve to say, fast asleep). 
He smiles famtly, looks up at me, turns himself 
round, then sleeps again. 

The French dignitary and his clerical young 
man are in the same condition. 

We are now half-way to Syracuse. The light is 
waning. In that hollow lies what was once ancient 
Leontini, the ally of Athens, the foe of Syracuse, 
and as old a colony as Naxos or Catania. Not a 
stone remains. 

Cities, like individuals, are born to misfortune. 
So it was with Leontini : made captive by Hiero, 
crushed by Dionysius, or ground down by its own 
tyrants, the only passing gleam of prosperity 
came to it when Timoleon, in his crusade against 
Sicilian tyrants, drove out Icetas for a while. 

In our own day Leontini is still a most unJucky 
little town, smitten by malaria and earthquakes, 
and poor beyond the power of words to describe. 

Once it must have been prosperous, spite of its 
acknowledged pauperism in the Athenian war. 

Pausanias tells us that **the men of Leontini 
dedicated from their private means z. ^\.'a.\.\\e. ^"v. 
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Jupiter (seven feet high) at Olympia, as well as 
the Eagles and the Thunderbolt, in accordance 
with the Poets." (One would like to know how 
the native artist put in the Thunderbolt !) Another 
statue, of Hera (ten cubits high), at the harbour 
mouth, is recorded. 

Pausanias* makes various mention of statues by 
Sicilian artists, not only in Sicily, but in Southern 
Italy, meaning Tarentum, Crotona, and Rhegium, 
as well as Syracuse. 

Various plaster offerings, representing chariots 
and charioteers, and single or double horses, were 
cast in Sicily and sent to Olympia by the Dino- 
menes, Gelon and Hiero, to celebrate their various 
victories, all more or less rudimental ; for, as Pliny 
says of a Rhegium sculptor, ** he was the first to 
express veins and sinews, and to treat the hair 
more naturally." 

The realism of art at that time is indicated by 
the story of the famous cow of M)n:on, to whicn 
the bulls were attracted by its likeness to nature. 

Now, Myron was the master of Phidias. At 
this moment the French dignitary woke up, read 
the name of the station, ** Lentini," and expressed 
unfeigned surprise. He possessed, or desired to 
assume, classical proclivities. When not asleep, 
he ostentatiously handled Thucydides, as well as a 
note-book and pencil, announcing his intention of 
recording his *^ impressions de voyage ; " but the dismal 
aspect of Leontini seemed to drive any idea of this 
kind out of his head. 

After a lengthened conversation with his secre- 
tary, and many amazed glances at the station, he 
put back his pencil and books into his pocket with 
the air of an ill-used man, and relapsed into 
slumber. 

What he expected I do not know. 
Perhaps, like the American who opined that 
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** Rome would be a very nice place if the public 
buildings were in better repair," the Frenchman 
expected to see a brand-new Boulevard by the 
lonely lake 1 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

The dreaded Trasborgo — Megara, Hybla — Epicharmus — 
Glorious Night — ^Arrival at Syracuse — ^The Doctor and 
his Valise-:The Hotel— Tableau ! 

S night approached, we suddenly drew 
up at a platform. 

Is it a station ? No. An accident ? 
No. Yet everyone is getting out. 
The platform is crowded with pas- 
sengers ; there are guards, boys, old 
women, dogs, a monkey in a cage, and an old man 
on crutches. 

I wake up Physic. He, bounding out of sleep, 

wakes the priest and his secretary. It is getting 

dark. What is it ? 

. **Bisogna scendere" says the gruflf voice of a 

guard, as he flings open the door. ** E trasborgo T^ 

We get out. 

I cling on to Physic, Physic clings on to me ; 
Furiosa, the maid, hangs on to both. I have a 
settled conviction that our loose bags and luggage 
will be stolen. I am not afraid for my box ; I have 
a ticket in my pocket for that. But the bags ! 

We try to carry them, but are unmercifully 
jostled by the crowd. A light brigade of eager 
boys bear down upon us. We are the last of a 
long line proceeding onwards down the platform. 
The boys, infant brigands doubtless, almost 
naked, as brown as nuts and as nimble as squirrels, 
insist upon carrying the bags — a bag for e^.cA\V^^^n 
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and the railway wrappers between two, which is 
confusing. I scream, Physic swears, and Furiosa 
gives chase, at which the boys laugh and outstrip 
her. (Furiosa is a thin, spare, little woman, of 
uncertain age.) Physic's broad, good-humoured 
face inspires no fear. So the boys chatter in an 
incomprehensible gibberish, still keeping fast hold 
of the bags. 

Seeing, however, that all the other travellers 
confide their belongings to other boys (they are 
like a flight of crows), we make no more resist- 
ance, only we keep them well in front, under our 
eye. 

Not an easy thing to do, for, with those naked 
feet of theirs, they can run, while we are embar- 
rassed by civilization and shoes. 

Down a slippery flight of wooden steps we go, 
lighted by pine- torches held by peasants in knee- 
breeches, like ragged Irishmen (torches everywhere 
throwing an infernal glare upon the scene) ; then 
down again to a lower platform, where we are 
pulled up short by a deep chasm, between cloven 
banks — a chasm through which dark waters are 
rushing with a thundering roar. This would be 
utterly overwhelming but for the sight of a raft, 
nearly as broad as the chasm, waiting to ferry 
us across. 

This, then, is the broken bridge of which the 
General spoke. In the red torch glare we can see 
its gaping arches wide apart over our heads. 

On the other side, another flight of steps — 
another avenue of torches (^torches — an obligato, 
one may say, in a ** Sinfonia ** of darkness), and 
the light brigade of boys running. 

** If this is trasborgo, I rather like him!" I 
remark, laughing, to Physic, as he hands me up the 
second flight of steps out of the raft, where the 

derest care has oeen taken of iis by half-clad 
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natives in knee-breeches ; on, into another train 
waiting to receive us on the opposite side ; the 
little boys keeping close to us all the while, and 
looking up at us with such bright beseeching eyes, 
as each deposits his bag on the seat, as well as the 
two who bear the railway wrappers like a mummy 
between them, that we shower down coppers upon 
them ad libitum. 

In the carriage we laugh again at trasborgo, and 
the two French ecclesiastics join in, and we all 
agree — some in very bad French, others in worse 
Italian — "that we never will believe anything 
we hear in Sicily again." 

Now, as to the constant breaking of the rails, I 
do not question the fact ; it is too notorious. But 
I do dispute that the traveller is not well cared for. 
I have since met my friend ** trasborgo " in many 
localities, and always accompanied by an amount 
of preparation and attention, almost incredible in 
the wild solitudes through which Sicilian railways 
carry you. 

Again we are steaming through the night among 
the' desolate, formless hills leading to Syracuse — 
on for long miles, until, gently descending, we dip 
towards the sea, round what seems the basin of a 
spacious bay. 

The waves lap upon the beach — the revolving 
lamps of a distant lighthouse shed a scattered 
glare. Without kno\ving it, we have passed the 
s to of ancient Megara upon the rise — part of the 
great ridge of Hybla over Syracuse. The waves 
are in the Bay of Thapsus. 

Megara, named, like colonial Naxos, from the 
parent-city in Greece, was an outpost against the 
Athenians in the siege of Syracuse. It was after- 
wards besieged and taken by Marcellus, whose 
fleet long hung about the Bay of Thapsus, under 
Hybla, until he found means to enter the great 
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harbour, just as the Athenians, under Nicias, had 
done before him. 

We do not want Strabo's authority to remind 
us of "honey from Hybla;" it is a household 
word. 

The revolving lighthouse that I see, is on the 
Point of Agosta, at the further horn of the Bay of 
Thapsus. 

While I gaze, star after star peeps out of the 
deep vault above. Then the whole heavens seem 
aglow. 

How glorious ! Not one, but millions of stars 
blaze out. The Pleiades twinkle in sisterly unison. 
The mighty track of that aerial highway, the Via 
Lactea, trails like a huge serpent in the sky ; and 
the prosaic moon, with her bleared, chequered 
face, repeats herself upon the waves. 

Then the doctor, who is also learned in the stars, 
looks out for the Great Bear (** to see," he says, 
"how his old friend looks in these unfamiliar 
latitudes"), and just catches sight of his tail. 

There is Venus, sublimely bright — "the pojver 
of love epitomised, and visible to the naked eye " 
(Physic's own words). Orion sprawling across 
the sky, in all the ease of masculine power and 
size, his three belt stars conspicuous ; and Cassio- 
peia, the mother of boastful Andromeda, glittering 
m her starry chair. 

And so, under star-sown skies, and along dark, 
inarticulate strands, we whistle into Syracuse. 

No sooner had I — much elbowed and shoved by 
modern Syracusans, impatient for their homes — 
passed a wicket -gate leading to the entrance 
of the station, than I was seized upon by a smart 
young man, who informed me " I was an English 
Princess," and that " he had been directed by the 
Prefect to escort me to the hotel in his own car- 
'e, which was waiting outside." 



men 
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Nor was this smart young nian to be reasoned 
with. If I had not been a Princess, but a gorilla, 
he could not have kept firmer hold of me, until he 
placed me in a high cabriolet from which it would 
have been impossible to escape, repeating con- 
tinually that " he acted by the Prefect's orders." 

And he would have driven off with me then and 
there, had I not vehemently remonstrated ; repre- 
senting to him that I was not alone, but had a 
companion whom I could not leave. 

Nor had I long to wait ; for, high above the din 
of departing citizens, I hear the voice of Physic, 
uplifted in tones of rage. His voice speedily 
followed by his bulky person, shouldering, right 
and left, indignant Syracusans. 

** Never ! No, never," he cries, ** shall I see my 
beloved valise again ! All I have in the world is 
in it — all — all ! The valise which has travelled 
with me in Chinese Tartary, and to the Hima- 
layas, and Timbuctoo ! Never, never more ! Why 
did I come to Syracuse ? " 

While he asks me this question — impossible to 
answer — ^he is precipitated into the cabriolet by 
the smart young man, who, by some official leger- 
demain, has. already possessed himself of my 
maid, also my solitary box and all my bags, and 
who now seizes on the Doctor as a detail in the 
Princess's luggage. 

. In the moments he can spare from me, the 
smart young man assures Physic ** that his valise 
is safe ; that he will find it at the hotel ; that he 
will answer for it." 

" What is that impudent puppy saying ? What 
does he mean with his jargon ? " asks the indignant 
Ph5^sic, growing purple in the face. " What the 
devil has he to do with me and my valise? I 
have a great mind to kick him ! " 

Then his mood changes, and a look of ^^^x^feOv. 
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indifference comes otct the broad disc of his 
ruddy countenance. 

"Don't mention it, I beg," he repHes gravely, 
in answer to my consolatory- phrases. " It is of 
no consequence. I am resigned and happy. I 
shall have reason to remember SjTacuse." 

Then, in another tone, with a sly wink at me : 

" This is what comes of travelling with a 
Princess ! Let the vahse go to the deuce ! " 
(Here he flings up his arms in mock despair.) 
" I do not complain ! " 

I never laughed so much in my life. The 
Doctor laughed too ; even the grim visage of 
Furiosa relaxed into a smile. I think the smart 
young man must have thought us all mad. 

And so we drive a long, long way in darkness, 
until we cross the three drawbridges, the three 
moats, and under the three portculUses with 
which Charles V. chose to adorn what was left 
of Inner Syracuse ; then through dark and narrow 
streets, dimly lighted by the dingiest of oil lamps, 
we rattle up to an hotel. 

The smart young man hurls himself from the 
box to assist me in getting out. The better to 
reach me, he drags poor Physic out first. 

** How dare you, young man ! " fhe Doctor is 
exclaiming in a loud voice, when suddenly he 
stops short ; a look of beatitude comes over his 
face, and his eyes glisten. There, in the door- 
way, lies his beloved valise I 

Tableau. 

Physic, mounting a flight of very dark and 
dirty stairs, hugging his valise ; the smart young 
man rushing after him, under the impression that 
he has stolen part of the Princess's luggage 1 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



O U have often heard," says Cicero, 
speaking upon Verres, " that Syracuse 
is the largest of Greek cities, and the 
most beautiful of all capitals. 

" And so it is in truth, as reported. 
For it is both strong, of natural posi- 
tion, and striking to behold from whichever side it 
is approached, whether by land or sea. The ports 
are almost enclosed by buildings, and form part of 
every view. They have separate entrances, but 
communicate at the opposite extremity. At their 
junction, that part caUed the island (Ortygia) is 
separated from the mainland by a narrow strait, 
and reunited by a bridge. So vast is Syracuse 
that it may be said to consist of four very large 
cities." (Cicero did not include the suburbs, 
Teminitis, or Epipolce.) " One of these is the 
island mentioned, Ortygia, which is enclosed by 
the two ports, and projects towards the mouth 
and entrance of each. In it is the palace which 
v,:^s formerly that of King Hiero (II.), but is now 
the residence of our Prtetor. Also there are 
several sacred edifices : two of them far superior 
to the rest: one a temple of Minerva, the other 
of Diana, which, before the arrival of the man 
Verres " (against whom Cicero is pleading), " was 
most richly adorned. 

" At the extremity of the island is the fountain 
of Arethusa, of incredible size, and abounding with 
fish, which would be entirely covered by the sea 
were it not protected by a massive wall. 
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** Another of the city's quarters of Syracuse is 
called Achradina, in which are a Forum of very 
large size, most beautiful Porticoes, a richly- 
ornamented Pyrtaneium, a spacious Curia, and a 
magnificent temple to Jupiter Olympus. The 
other parts of the city are occupied by private 
buildings, laid out in one continuous wide street, 
with many cross ones. 

** The third city is called Tyche, from an ancient 
temple of Fortune which it contains. In it is a 
spacious Gymnasium, with many other temples, 
and it is ^he part of the town most densely 
inhabited. 

**The fourth city is called Neapolis. At its 
upper end is a Greek theatre of very great 
size, besides two splendid temples of Ceres and 
Libera, and a statue of Apollo, called Temenitis, 
of very great beauty and colossal size." 

Such is Syracuse. 

Inner Syracuse, Ortygia, on the island, the 
modern town, occupies the site of the original 
Corinthian colony, founded by Arcias, B.C. 724, 
and is separated from the mainland by a narrow 
channel, connecting the Greater and the Lesser 
Harbours. It is this channel, or fosse, for it is 
now little more, which is crossed by the three 
bridges we passed last night, built by Charles V. 
of Spain. Cicero mentions a bridge in the Roman 
days as connecting Ortygia with the mainland. 
Naturally, in all ages, there would be a bridge ; 
now there are three » 

The island of Ortygia lies in the open sea. On 

the east side is the Great Harbour ; the southern, 

or furthest point seaward, marked by the mediaeval 

castle of General Maniace (on the site of the temple 

^HyUuno), opposite the Cape and Promontory of 

^^^Bam5rrium, about half a mile across. Cape and 

fljb form the harbour-mouth. 
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On the mainland, bordering the Lesser Har- 
bour, across the bridges, lay Outer Syracuse, 
terracing upwards on the surface of rocky hills. 

Temenitis and Epipoloe are spoken of, and were 
considered as suburbs. Indeed, the whole of 
Outer Syracuse may be considered as a congerie 
of suburbs, only the suburbs were five times 
bigger than the parent city of Ortygia, on the 
island. 

Even on the spot it is hard enough to dis- 
tinguish what is, from what is not ; to paint the 
wondrous history of the past on the bare fore- 
ground of the present, to imagine a city fourteen 
miles round, shrunk up into a little island; **just," 
as Freeman says, **as if London were reduced to 
the Tower and Tower Hill, or Paris to the island 
of the Seine;" but, to understand Syracuse this 
must be done. 

Also, you must be ready to fall back into the 
full current of Greek and Roman history, and 
accept its details as though actual and present. 

Broadly speaking, there is no history of Syracuse 
since the days of the Greek tyrants — Gelon, the 
two Hieros, Dionysius the Elder, his son the 
Younger, Agathocles, and Timoleon and Dion the 
Deliverers. 

Every rustic artist represents one or the other 
on the cart he is painting, when not induced to 
make forays into French history. The Republicans 
prefer **the Deliverers," as democrats; the Con- 
servatives, and they are few, select the Tyrants. 
The Syracusan children are called by Greek 
names, even the dogs. Our dirty waiter is 
".Themistocles," and our padrone is very proud 
of a mongrel hound answering to the name of 
" Pericles." 

Greek names are written at the corners of the 
streets; bays, caves, rocks, and c^uarries beat 
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them also ; and, right or wrong, Greek history is 
flung about with a prodigality that would astonish 
an Oxford professor. 

As to the smart young man, our cicerone, he 
tosses classic names to and fro as if they were 
marbles and he were playing with them. 

Not the names only, but the lives of the 
home-bred Tyrants and the Deliverers must be 
mastered familiarly, also the minutest details of 
the Athenian siege, the interminable Punic wars, 
from Gelon to Agathocles, the coming in of 
the Romans under Marcellus, the Norman and 
Saracenic sieges, all appertaining to Belisarius 
and the Goths, and Maniace with the Saracens, 
otherwise a visit to Syracuse will be a pain 
rather than a pleasure. 

And here I am in this same famous city of 
Syracuse, utterly discomfited and disheartened by 
reason of the badness of the inns ! 

The smart young man has taken me to two 
— ^the Aquila d'Oro and the Sole. Impossible 
to say which is the worst ! Only I give my vote 
for the Sole, because there is the sun, lighting 
up the squalid, barrack-like walls, and playing 
antic-tricks upon the stone floors; moreover, by 
craning my neck very much and standing on 
tiptoe, I can just look down over the blue expanse 
of the Great Harbour, and on the tree-tops of the 
Marina, terracing its shore. 

But, oh, the desolation ! The food, the cooking, 
the waiting ! Heavens ! It is life reduced to its 
most primitive conditions ! In a land teeming 
with flesh, fruit, and game, with an ocean lapping 
the shores, stored with the choicest fish, there is- 
nothing to eat, and no one to cook ! 

The night wind rattles through every cranny 

and under every door ; the windows tremble ; a 

smell of musty apples pervades the rooms. 
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opening one into the other like a Chinese puzzle ; 
and a waiter, not washed, and stinking of garlic, 
hovers about I 

Thus do we — myself, the Doctor, and S , 

whom we find at the Sole Hotel— discuss such 
supper as is vouchsafed to us. Even in my 
borrowed plumes of an English Princess, 1 
encounter the common lot of mortals. 

But do not misunderstand me. The food is 
bad' and scanty, and the beds are coarse and 
hard, but both table and beds are clean ; and the 
wine ! Ah 1 I am no drinker, but I wish I were, 
to appreciate their excellency. 

Physic, a moderate man, helped himself to 
glass after glass of Albanello, and then finished 
o£F with Amareno {this last with a cherry flavour) ; 

and S , whom we found in very delicate 

health, and much fatigued, woke up to declare 
that "Isola" was the nuttiest, richest sherry that 
ever moistened the lip of mortal. So thus we go 
comforted to our hard beds ! 



CHAPTER XXVH. 

Spanish Defences— A Poverty-stricken Cily — Loved by Ihe 
Goddesses— The Long, Broad Street- What Hosts have 
Passed I 

H E morning broke with the threat 
of a visit from the Prefect ; to escape 
him, I wander out as soon as I have 
breakfasted, and seat myself upon a 
rampart close to our hotel. 

The day is lovely ; a December 
sun, tenipered by a sea-breeze, soft and creamy, 
calling forth bright, delicate lights, and trans- 
parent shadows ; nothing hard or ^SiitWft, 4.VV 
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neutral tints, dear to the eye, and suggestive of 
the mysterious and the unknown ! 

Yet my first impression of Sjnracuse is be- 
wilderment ; a maze of dirty, mediaeval streets, 
\)eginmng and ending in fortifications, with here 
and there a Gothic church, or a low-fronted 
barocco palace, with stone balconies, ogee arches, 
dog-tooth mouldings, and p>ointed doorways, all 
woebegone and dreary ; the aspect as of a 
Spanish town run to seed, with here and there 
the pillared ruins of a Grecian temple. 

In modem Syracuse the Spaniard has set his 
mark as plainly as the Grecian did of old. 

The arms of Charles V., surmounted by a fat, 
imperial crown, announce themselves too often 
and in too conspicuous a position for any one to 
forget him or his inheritance. 

You may, or you may not, remember, that 
Gonsalvo di Cordova conquered Sicily for his 
masters, Ferdinand and Isabella, and that their 
grandson, Charles V., built the city walls and 
the three bridges on the foundations of Hiero's 
palace, at the weakest point of Inner Syracuse, 
because nearest to the mainland. 

One can see the huge, uncemented Greek blocks 
worked into the Spanish masonry, a strange link 
between the Classic Tyrants who trod out political 
liberty in Sicily, and the mediaeval Tyrant who 
failed to tread it out in Flanders. 

The inhabitants of this once great city — the 
riv^al of Athens and the mistress of Sicily — are 
now reduced to a miserable twenty thousand 
souls. 

Such as I see them passing, they look polite and 
smiling, — the men with the long Phrygian caps 
hanging down on the shoulder, and the women 
with bl«'\ck veils. 

JJut the poverty ! It is apparent at a glance. 
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Open doors disclose hovels with earthen floors, no 
better than pigsties ; and rags, sunken features, 
and the dull, dreary look of suffering, are every- 
where. 

A group of keen-eyed, hungry-faced old crones, 
huddled together in a filthy corner spinning, recall 
to me the lines of Theocritus about the Sicilian 
distaffs. But I confess, I find the Syracusan old 
women much like any others of the South : hair- 
less, foul, and horrible ; oftener asleep or begging 
than at work. The young men have a handsome 
air, with low foreheads and classic profiles, without 
that murderous caste of countenance so repulsive 
at Palermo and elsewhere in the west, where the 
Arab blood prevails. 

By daylight I can see how small is modern 
Syracuse ; just the little island of Ortygia, which 
Corinthian Archias filched from the Sikels. 

Before selecting Ortygia as the Doric capital of 
Sicily, Archias consulted the Delphic oracle. 

** Which will you have ? " asked the High Priest ; 
"wealth with an unhealthy soil, or poverty and 
fine air ? " 

Archias chose wealth and fever, and was straight- 
way directed to the island of Ortygia, situated on 
a swamp. Thus we have the highest authority for 
considering Syracuse unhealthy. 

Here, too, one notes the love of the Corinthians 
for an isthmus and a double harbour. Primitive 
Syracuse in Ortygia, dividing a great sea lake into 
two unequal portions, the Greater and the Lesser 
Harbour, is Corinth in miniature. Peloponnesus 
answers to Ortygia, and the isthmus of Corinth to 
those three irrepressible bridges of Charles V., 
connecting it with the mainland. 

The stately buildings that came to line the 
"Island" — Dionysius* Castle, or Acropolis, as 
Plutarch calls it (though, indeed, tVvsx^ Tk&N«. '^^a 

roi I. 13 



178 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY, 

an acropolis at Syracuse) ; his palace, gardens, 
mint, prison, arsenal, and magazine of arms for 
seventy thousand men ; his mausoleum, erected 
by his son, Dionysius the Younger (to be seen by 
all who entered Syracuse) ; the Pentapylae, or five- 
gated fortress, to guard tne entrance of the island ; 
the famous sun-dial, looking eastward (surrounded 
by portico and bazaars), upon which Dion mounted 
to harangue the people ; the Decasteria, or courts 
of justice, erected by Timoleon when Dionysius' 
palace was razed to the ground ; the Hexacontac- 
linus (or house of sixty beds) of Agathocles (a 
Sicilian Tower of Babel, overtopping all the 
Ortygian temples, destroyed by the gods, who 
struck it by lightning) ; the public granaries ; the 
Temple of Juno, on the present site of the 
mediaeval castle of Maniace, at the harbour 
mouth, within which stood the famous statue of 
Gelon, which alone was spared when all the 
others in Syracuse were judged and executed like 
living men; the great Doric temple of Minerva, 
where Ducetius took refuge, now the Cathedral ; 
and the Temple and Grove of Diana — have all 
either disappeared altogether, or been absorbed 
into ugly walls and sea-worn ramparts. 

When we hear of the " Seat of Artemis," and 
the " Sanctuary of the virgin goddesses," it means 
Ortygia. All the early pagan associations are 
with **the Island." Diana, the "Protectress," 
was as great at Syracuse as at Ephesus, and 
Minerva, the Guardian, as much honoured as at 
Athens. 

Hither came Diana's nymphs — Arethusa, of 
Elis, flying before Alpheus, to hide herself as a 
fountain in the darkness of the goddess' grove; 
and Cyane, changed into a pool by Pluto for 
attempting to stay him in his flight with Pro- 
serpine. 
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Beyond, upon the mainland to the right, I see the 
long, sad lines of what once was Outer Syracuse. 

When the inner city on the island grew too small, 
in the tima of Gelon, it spread itself out on the 
mainland of Achradina and the adjacent heights. 

The eastward extremity of Outer Syracuse 
melts into the sea at the Capuchin Convent. 
The Creek of San Panagia and the Bay of 
Trogilus lie behind. 

To my left, a little upon the heights, and partly 
upon the flats, marked by the road to Florida, 
extends what once was New Town. Above were 
the suburbs of Tyche and Temenitis, each cluster- 
ing round a tutelary temple. Tlicse temples — in 
Tyche, to Fortune ; in Temenitis, to Apollo — are 
mentioned as early as b.c. 466, in the outbreak 
under Thrasybulus, brother and successor of Hiero 
the First. They were coeval with Ducetius. 

In Tyche were also the temples of Ceres (Dem- 
eter) and Proserpine, built by Gelon, b.c. 500. 

Ceres was peculiarly a Sicilian goddess. She 
was invoked as ** the great mother," and her anger 
was as terrible as that of the Palician gods. 

When Timoleon sailed from Corinth to drive 
out the Tyrants, he was accompanied, says Plu- 
tarch, by Ceres and Proserpine, a galley being 
specially fitted out, which was called the ** galley 
of the goddesses," and ** led the fleet, shedding a 
divine light all through the night." 

The carrying off the brass image of the most 
** venerable " Demeter from the great temple of 
Enna was the darkest crime charged upon Verres 
by Cicero. 

The mass of the outer city, as I see it from the 
Spanish ramparts, must have laid in the hollow of 
the hills between Achradina and Neapolis. 

Here stretched up that long, broad street, the 
Via Lata, mentioned by Cicero, \e2L^\xv^ \.o >^^ 
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great temples, theatre, and amphitheatre, the 
Latomiae, and Street of Tombs ; on to Epipoloe. 
Among white paths and garden walls, I can see 
the track of a dusty road losing itself qn a gentle 
rise ; a reproduction, possibly, of that storied way. 

Not an inch of that hill-side before me but is 
eloquent in classic history. 

Aloft on Tyche, Marcellus wept over Syracuse ; 
and near at hand lived Archimedes, who defended 
it so bravely. 

By this broad street passed Pompey and Augus- 
tus, and the deliverers, Timoleon and Dion, and 
Hiero, in triumph from Catanian and Etruscan 
victories. 

Here, too, Dionysius hurried up and down to 
speed the rising of his famous walls, and here the 
Roman praetors — among them the ** man Verres " 
— came and went. 

Down that long street passed Cicero, on his 
way to seek, among the ruins and brushwood, for 
the tomb of Archimedes near the Agragian Gate ; 
and, long before him, Pindar and iEschylus, and 
solemn Plato, came from Greece to Syracuse' to 
teach wisdom by academic rule to a royal profli- 
gate ; and — oh, strange contrast ! — its stones have 
also echoed to the steps of another great teacher, 
St. Paul, going from the harbour to preach where 
now stands the Christian church of San Marziano, 
in Achradina. 

Those dark cavities of black, against the white 
sky-line of limestone hills, are the famous La- 
tomiae, prisons, quarries, and Nymphaeum, all in 
one. 

On that hill-side in Neapolis the people crowded 

to see the play, and such Athenians as escaped 

from the massacre of the Asinarius, begged along 

the pavements, chanting Euripides, in the hot 

summer air. 
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What hosts have passed by I What carnage I 
From every quarter of the globe enemies have 
come to Syracuse, always and in all ages the 
land-mark for invasion. 

The heart was taken out of her by the Romans, 
From the time that Marcellus pitched his camp in 
Tyche, Syracuse drooped and languished. The 
flesh was torn from her bones by Vandals and 
Saracens. 

To Byzantine, Greek, Goth, Saracen, Norman, 
Teuton, and Spaniard, her skeleton fell an easy 
prey. 

The city hills look on the Great Harbour, and 
the Great Harbour looks to the bright sky; the 
Spanish walls of Ortygia glitter in the sunlight ; 
Charles's portcullises rise where the Pentapylte 
is no more ; the rocky outline of Epipoloe catches 
the first rays of morning as of yore, and Hybia 
and distant Etna still throne in the clear air ; but 
it is but a chimera—a shadow : Syracuse is dead. 
The nations have buried her. 



CHAPTER XXVIH. 

The Village Green — National Monameots — Disappointment 
—Patty to Epipola— The " Smart Young Man"— "Brook 
of the Washerwomen" — Timoleon's Vula — P^an Laad- 



I N C E disentangled from the tortuous 
streets and the portcullises and draw- 
bridges of modern Syracuse (Orty- 
gia), you emerge upon an open space 
along the shore — the Village Green, 
as one may say, of modem Syracuse 
upon the mainland. 

Here young men and Qiaideii^ ^Bsa m\&. le^'asa.^ 
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on festa days, to the churches of San Giovanni, 
San Marziano, and Santa Lucia ; and old men 
smoke and doze, and beggars and human wai£s 
generally, huddle under the bare white trunks of 
what once was an avenue of mulberry and elm- 
trees, reduced by age and sea -storms to mere 
poles; and there are Uttle stalls, with mandarin 
oranges, plums, and dried figs threaded up>on 
sticks ; and bits of paper fly about ; and children 
tumble up>on their heads, or play morra in the 
shade ; and lame horses graze. 

Yet it is scarcely green at all ; muddy if wet, and 
dusty if dry: the most uncanny Village Green I 
ever saw — ^hoar with age, and crossed and recrossed 
(as with deep wrinkles) by ragged little paths, 
threading along under whitening orchard wsdls. 

This Green was the ancient Forum. One 
melancholy, weather-beaten column of red-veined 
marble, bereft of its capital, is there to witness it. 

The Forum lay beside the open sea ; around 
rose those stately porticoes, so bravely set with 
statues, and lined with marble slabs and pillars — 
lauded by Cicero — and the richly-ornamented Pyr- 
taneium, with its statue of Sappho, ** stolen by 
the man Verres." (There is nothing Cicero, in 
his orations against Verres, deplores so much as 
the loss of that statue of Sappho, the chef d'ceuvre 
of Silamon, and, according to him, "the most 
inimitable work of art ever beheld.") 

Here, too, lay the Curia, the statue of Mar- 
cellus in front, where senate and priests assembled 
within walls dignified by historic sculptures ; the 
Timoleonteium (Timoleon's tomb), with porticoes, 
gardens, and a palestra, in which games were 
held in his honour; and the great Temple of 
Juj)iter Olympus, built by Hiero II. (not to be 
confounded with that one on the Olympeium, 
dedicated to Jupiter Urios), containing the statue 
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of the god ; also noted by Cicero as having been 
carried off to Rome by Verres. There were but 
three other statues of Jupiter in the world to com- 
pare with it for beauty and workmanship. 

All this strip of level shore, indeed, about the 
Forum, was devoted in the Grecian time to 
national monuments, religious processions, the 
burial of the dead, triumphs after victory, games, 
and ceremonies. 

Here Gelon was proclaimed king, after his 
victory over the Carthaginians at Himera ; Timo- 
leon received the thanks of the grateful city he 
had saved-, and Agathocles sounded those fatal 
trumpets, the signal of massacre and pillage. 

Standing within the Curia, or under the shelter 
of the elegant colonnades of the Pyrtaneium, the 
Syracusan citizen could admire the effect of the 
setting sun on the painted walls of the Pentapyloe, 
observe the working of Archimedes* bronze rams 
over one of its five gates (by a mechanical con- 
trivance the rams turned on a pivot and bleated, 
to indicate the direction of the wind), watch the 
shadow on the historic sundial, or pass the time 
in counting the triremes and quinqueremes con- 
structing in the arsenals of the Lesser Harbour — 
much as we now, on the same spot, contemplate 
(I, for my part, much against my will) those dis- 
tracting three portcullises and three drawbridges 
of Charles V., which pursue me everywhere. 

Outside the circuit of the Village Green, from 
which opens up that broad, dusty road, I presume 
to be the Via Lata in the hollow of the hills, 
follows a labyrinth of rocks and orchard walls 
(I can see no pear-trees, from the snowy blossoms 
of which ** white Achradina" was christened), 
also three Norman churches, very much alike, and 
the front of the Capuchin Convent. 

Such is Achradina as I see it now. 
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dsat CO szfit. rCa£e ^t^<w: ; irai the low rocks 
TUBsnEg cjrrx 10- s^^ sie carjfd Isoia, aod diat it is 
CuDOOs for its vir^e. 

So mtich for icstorv. 

To the kf: the q^iay^ of ibe laodem town biaze 
cmt in the s-ji^ishine, beited by ramparts — a fcMm- 
less mas:, o: flat-roolecL wLiie-valkd booses, set 
in the trfUiancv c^ an azcre sea. 

In some damp-kx^dcg gardens, dose upon our 
roadf our cicerone pcnnts out a slimy ditch, which 
be informs us is the '*Broc^ of the Washer- 
women,** 

He speaks under difficulty ; every time he opens 
his mouth the Doctor interrupts him, with a 
menacing motion of his stick. 

*^ Young man," he says, at last, his face flushing 
ominously, ** we have got George Dennis' • Guide 
to Syracuse ; ' and George Dennis ought to know, 
if any man does. Perhaps I can tell ycu that the 
* Brook of the Washerwomen,' fed by the over- 
flow of the broken aqueducts in £pip>olcB and 
Tyche, marks the division between the suburbs of 
Achradina and Neapolis. You see," he adds, 
turning to me, '' it is all marsh down there along 
the edge of the harbour on to Anapus and the 
Olympeium, on which you know the Temple of 
Jupiter Urios once stood. This particular marsh 
was called in Siculian Syraco, from which, it is 
imagined, the city took its name. Don't believe 
that fellow I He knows nothing. A sorry im- 
becile 1 " 

between the two, I make out that the ** Brook 
of the Washerwomen " (true to its name, a snowy 
di8i)lay of white linen lay upon its margin) marks 
the extreme points of the Athenian camp, after 
Nicias was driven from the high land of Epipoloe, 
and his fortresses on Plemmyrium, by Gylippus. 
Observe, that before I have been in Syracuse one 
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day, I have traced out with my own eyes the 
localities of three of the greatest wars in Grecian 
story — that of the Athenians, in the siege of Syra- 
cuse, under Nicias and Demosthenes, at Epipoloe 
and the Great Harbour; of the Carthaginians, 
under Himilcon, upon Plemmyrium; and of the 
Romans, under Marcellus, upon the heights of the 
Outer City. 

I can also understand the pestilent miasma, 
predicted by the Delphic oracle, which contami- 
nates Syracuse on the land side, and ruins it as 
a permanent residence, spite of its lovely climate. 

In all times, an enemy encjimped on the low 
land bordering the harbour was doomed. The 
Syracusans might fold their hands and sit idle; 
death did their work for them, and did it quickly. 
Readers of Thucydides, Plutarch, and Diodorus, 
know this for themselves. Those who are not 
readers, I inform that the shores of the Great 
Harbour, except on the rise of Plemmyrium, 
where the sun never seems to shine, are altogether 
swampy water-meadows and salt-works. 

That Plemmyrium is not much healthier than 
the plain, is proved by the plague which smote 
the Carthaginians there, 395 B.C. 

That particular plague might have been im- 
ported from Africa ; but no invading force has, in 
any age, escaped some poisonous infection. That 
the Romans under Marcellus fared better, was due 
to the elevated position of their camp upon the 
hills, and the superiority of their sanitary laws. 

We all feel this realism to be sad, but no one 
as much as I. To me it seems as if Syracuse 
had fallen back into the primitive sea-marsh from 
which the genius of Gelon and Dionysius called 
it forth to reign. 

We drive dreamily on under the lee of the rocky 
ridge upon which once was New To'ww^x^or^ QfC^ 
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indeed, and seamed with rents, fragments of caves, 
and tombs. Breaks in the low cHffs lead up to 
ancient foundations — the Temple of Fortune, 
perhaps, or Grecian gateways; the Hexapylum, 
or the Scala Graeca, or towers of defence. 

This rocky ridge, open to the plain, was lined 
with walls' and ramparts. Now there is neither 
form nor colour even in the landscape — a dull 
sage-green, verging into brown, with distant blue- 
grey Hybla far beyond, and the pale dome of 
Etna outlined among the clouds. 

By-and-by we come upon patches of young 
barley at the Podere di Mira; castor-oil plants 
wave over broken walls, and fluttering pepper- 
trees and oleanders cast faint shadows. 

** iPrincipessa 1 *' cries the smart young man 
suddenly, from the box, with the consciousness of 
having something to say too good to keep — we are 
passing through a flat-roofed villa, shaped like a 
chest, close by the road, in a little clump of mag- 
nolias — " Principessa, if it be permitted " — his 
eye is on Physic's stick, very freely used to illus- 
trate discourse. Now, Physic, since the episode 
of the lost valise, has conceived such an antipathy 
to him, and shows it so unmistakably, that the 
smart young man is in bodily fear of him — ** that 
is the Villa Tremiglia, three miles from Syracuse, 
the site of Timoleon*s house, where he lived on 
his estate, Eccellenza, after he was blind, and 
retired from public business." 

** Hold your tongue ! " cries the Doctor, exas- 
perated at this long speech. "Do you imagine 
we don't know all about it ? " 

" The Eccellenza must know a great deal, then,*' 
replied the smart young man, pushed beyond 
endurance. ** The position of Timoleon's country 
ouse is much disputed. There is Timoleon's 
*inb, too, above in Neapolis." 
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** You are a blogkhead ! '* shouts the Doctor, at 
the top of his voice. " What yoii say shows it. 
Everybody knows Timoleon's tomb was in Achra- 
dina, near the Forum. Plutarch says so. Do 
you dare to gainsay history ? What a hole ! " he 
continues, affecting a sudden calm, and turning to 
contemplate the villa ; ** not at all the elegant and 
agreeable retreat Plutarch talks of, where Timo- 
leon was visited by illustrious strangers. Of 
course, he had his town-house in the city as well. 
We don't want that fellow of a cicerone at all," 
he bursts out savagely again ; . ** an empty, pig- 
headed puppy! Why did you bring him, Mrs. 
E ? He annoys me exceedingly ! " 

The Doctor had lost his temper, and, notwith- 
standing his assumed indifference, could not find 
it again. Fortunately, the sight of some out- 
standing olive trees of great beauty, breaking an 
expanse of emerald grass, dotted with the loveliest 
lilac- coloured lilies I ever saw, restored him to his 
usual serenity. 

** Observe," says he, elevating that eternal stick 
of his, which emphasised all his discourses, ** that 
group of hollow olives. Did you ever see anything 
finer ? Why, old Pluto, crown, sceptre, chariot, 
and all, might have hid in one of them. It is 
wonderful ! There is an uncommonly pagan look 
about all this landscape. I should not be a bit 
surprised to see Ceres or Proserpine walking about 
in yellow robes, crowned with wheat-ears and 
poppies; or Hercules himself, with his club and 
lion's skin, start up. A group of gods or god- 
desses would just fit in with the background ! " 

Thus Physic rambles on, on all subjects, until 

interrupted by a loud fit of coughing from S . 

Then, in a moment, he is professionally interested. 
Armed with various curative lozenges, concealed 
in his many coat-pockets, he asks ^.\L ^^\\Sk ^ . 
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say, during the siege of Marcellus? To passing 
up and down steps leading into subterranean 
passages, where not a stone is missing ? To 
peering down, as into an uncovered mystery, a 
double line of ditches, or fosses of defence, em- 
brasures, galleries, and magazines, all softened 
and beautified by folds of passiaflora and clematis ? 
Scrutinising trapdoors and ladder-rests? And 
passing out to the ivy-clothed rocks seaward, by 
cunningly-concealed sallyports (probably planned 
by Archimedes) : one sallyport high, for a mounted 
trooper ; the other low, for a foot soldier ; and both 
slanting, so as to deceive the eye from sea or 
shore ? It seems to me that Greek antiquity can 
go no further. 

We get out close to the three stone shafts thrown 
across the fosse, once supporting the drawbridge 
of the castle. The carriage draws up in the shade ; 
our gallant carabineers, much incommoded by six 
miles of continuous bumping under a hot sun, 
dismount and stretch their legs, as is the manner 
of horse-soldiers. 

One look from the Doctor sends the smart young 
man, who is blandly advancing, to the background. 
He himself much heated, like the carabineers, and 
flourishing a handkerchief, is volubly discoursing 
history to S , lazily hanging on to the carriage- 
door, k shawl wrapped round his shoulders, looking 
morbidly indifferent to all sublunary things. 

No drowsiness or absence of mind about Physic 
since we have arrived at Syracuse, but all to the 
fore, with a memory and historical knowledge 
which are perfectly amazing. 

He has clean forgotten Timbuctoo and Chinese 

Tartary, and has never once referred to his walk 

over the Himalayas. His lively fancy revels in 

finding himself face to face with the old Greeks. 

To him they are real flesh and blood, and he 
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discusses them with as much excitement as he 
would the last political telegram. 

Calm-minded S , an excellent scholar, and 

well read in the classics, is of a more metaphysical 
turn of mind, and cares less for facts and localities 
than our good Physic ; besides, he has all an 
invalid's rebellion about being driven when he 
feels ill and languid. 

To-day he is in one of his " dark moods," and 
altogether refuses to join in our rattling conversa- 
tion, wandering away by himself, book in hand, 
with a melancholy air. 

About us gather some half-dozen peasants, in 
knee-breeches and sheepskins, the long wool out- 
aide, offering coins for sale. These the Doctor 
declares to be spurious. 

Whence the peasants rise from is a mystery. 
All at once we are surrounded ; yet we have not 
heard a footfall, nor seen a living creature any- 
where, for miles. There is no roof in sight over 
the broad stretch of plain; no building, indeecJi 
except a telegraph -station, a most discrepant 
object, perched on the- conical top of a Belvedere, 
another abrupt rise, or tumulus, of Siculian origin, 
some half-mUe or so distant, in the direction of 
Hybla. 

They are very cringing and humble, seeing we 
are many. Gallant carabineers, too, in the back- 
ground, with exploding fusees all over them, 
invariably strike terror into the Sicilian heart; 
but on^y give them a chance — let them find us 
alone, straggling in those subterranean vaults of 
Euryalus, or away on the plateau, wandering in 
search of Dionysius's Wall — we should find our 
unassuming friends develop rapidly into highway- 
men or brigands. 

Your peasant in Sicily is a born brigand. It is 
only the force of circumstances -wbicVv Vytv^<^&\i>^ 

Vol I, 14 
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questions, which poor S , evidently desirous 

of being left alone, fences with as best he can. 
So the " smart young man," thanks to Timoleon 

and the gods, and S- 's cough, gets off this 

time with a whole skin. But, seeing the effect he 
produces on the Doctor's nerves, I resolve never 
to take them out together again. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

Epipolce — Castle of Euryalus — The Doctor's Notions- 
Peasants— Who Built the Castle?— The Athenians and 
their Defences — Gylippus to the Rescue ! — -" Revenons i 
nos Moutons "—The Walls of Dionysiiis— Remains of 
Ancient Walls on Epipolce. 

T has been uphill for some time, and 
a very rough road. 

We are mounting slowly, with 
steaming horses, what Thucydides 
is pleased to call the " Pass of 
Euryalus," whatever that may mean. 
If anything were wanting to prove that Thucy- 
dides never was at Syracuse, it would be this 
phrase, twice repeated. There is no " Pass of 
Euryalus " at all ; only a moderate rii-e, on a flat, 
rocky surface. 

" Epipolce is a rocky point of table-land " (I am 
still quoting from Thucydides, who is nearer the 
truth this time), "lying just over Syracuse, but 
sloping downwards, so that everything within the 
city is visible from it. It is called Epipolce, be- 
cause it lieth higher than the rest." 

Epipolce, in general terms, in the early days, 
before the Castle of Euryalus and the temples 
of "Fortune" and "Apollo" were built, or the 
suburbs of Tyche and Temenitis added to the 
nomenclature. 
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By this time we are six miles from "the island," 
yet it is all Syracuse. Now the rocky uplands we 
have followed end abruptly in this low headland 
or scarp, overlooking the sea. And here let me 
remark, once for all, that ** the dangerous rocks 
and terrific precipices " (I quote from Thucydides) 
**down which armed men were hurled," which 
gives such dramatic force to his relation of the 
horrors of the night attack of the Athenians, and 
also to Plutarch's character-sketches of Nicias 
and Marcellus, are grossly exaggerated. There is 
no really high ground at all about Syracuse, except 
Hybla, and Hybla itself is nothing but a lofty 
line of hills, imposing from the uniform flatness 
of the plain. Neither Thucydides nor Plutarch 
could ever have visited Epipoloe. Why, a harm- 
less cow could descend the rise blindfolded ! 

One speaks of "going to Epipoloe," because 
history gives that generic name to the high ground 
commanding Syracuse; but it is the Grecian 
castle of Euryalus we have come to visit. 

There it stands, a low, grey-white cairn, upon a 
rugged grey- white rock ! The castle so like the 
rock that one has to face it not to believe it to be 
a dolomitic diadem planted by Nature on its crest. 

Beyond everything extant, this view carries one 
back to the minutest details of Greek military life. 
The richly-worked helmet, preserved in the British 
Museum, which Hiero I. wore when fighting the 
Etruscan, is curious, doubtless, as a relic of an- 
tiquity ; but what is a helmet to a whole castle ? 
To touching with your fingers the rows of iron 
hooks, neatly let into the walls for fastening horses' 
bridles three hundred years before Christ ? To 
moving the slabs before a range of apertures cut 
in the rock, through which Grecian arrows flew, 
and by which Grecian troops were screened ? To 
examining stone supports for dravjbtvd^^^ ^^^^^^ 
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We have broken our shins on the dark stairs — 
once ending in wooden ladders, to be instantly 
drawn up, if necessary; we have fingered iron 
' horse-rings, stared at the cunning escarps and 
sallyports, and traced the outer fosse, or ditch, 
said to extend underground to Labdalum. 

Now we are standing breathless at the summit ; 

S white as a sheet, Physic red as a poppy, 

and I, who write, with no legs at all to stand 
upon. 

" Revenons k nos moutons ! " repeats the Doctor ; 
the "mouton" in question being Dionysius the 
elder, a great favourite with him, and much con- 
nected with Epipolce ; no sheep, indeed, but a sort 
of human tiger — beginning as a common soldier, 
developing into a poet, musician, and general, and 
ending as a tyrant and butcher. 

"Why," continues Physic, testily, addressing 
himself to me, who am far too cautious to commit 
myself — "why do you keep on so about these 
Athenians ? There is so much else more interest- 
ing to talk about. Besides, neither Eufyalus nor 
the walls were built in their day, nor for more than 
two centuries after." 

I do not answer. I had said nothing at all 
about the Athenians ; but it would only vex him 
to contradict him. And who would willingly vex 
the Doctor ? His very foibles are virtues. He is 
so eager to impart his great historical knowledge 
that he is a little overbearing — ^that is all. 

You can still plainly see the line of Dionysius's 
Wall, following on along the table-land of Epipolce 
— 3L line of loose blocks of stone, sometimes almost 
obliterated, sometimes varying from two to three 
feet in height. 

Seventy thousand freedmen worked above- 

STound, and tens upon tens of thousands of ruder 

hands toiled underneath, to cut and prepare the 
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stone. There were six thousand yoke of oxen to 
cart it to and fro 1 

And here again the question arises, whether 
these walls were wholly of stone. We know that 
Dionysius sent armies of workmen to fell timber 
on Etna. Was this in part for his walls, as well 
as for his navy ? 

In twenty days the wall was finished. It was 
thirty stadia long (over three modern miles), solidly 
built and strong — no signs of haste in it— of a 
suitable height, nine feet across, and guarded with 
frequent towers of defence; all of uncemented 
stone, carefully jointed. 

For these twisnty days Dionysius stood on this 
breezy platform urging on the workers. He pro- 
misee!, he gave, and still he urged with mad 
impatience. Old Diodorus says he even laboured 
with his own hands. Wonderful walls these to 
read about, and yet how useless ! A complete and 
comprehensive line of circumvallation, such as 
modem defence requires, was almost unknown 
to the ancients. Dionysius committed the same 
mistake as the Athenians, and Himilcon entered 
Outer Syracuse. 

Who built the walls on the southern cliflf of 
Achradina ? Achradina had walls before the time 
of Dionysius. They are still to be traced in fila- 
ments roughly tossed about at the back of the 
Church of San Giovanni, mixed up with orchards 
and firuit-grounds, on to the site of the ancient 
sea-gate and little cove called Buon Servizio (fix)m 
the "good service" Archimedes did his country on 
that spot). 

We know from Plutarch on Marcellus, that 
Achradina was enclosed by a separate wall. 

Many ancient walls intersect Epipoloe. The« 
one still well marked along the summit, passing 
the ruins of the Hexapylimi and Scala Gtec^.^'^sA 
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isombre, as with a curse. The Lesser Harbour 
borders what was once Achradina, and the Village 
Green and the Forum are below. 

Dr. P , map in hand, firmly established on a 

block of stone on the wall of the little fort of 
Euryalus — I am seated beside him — is fairly off on 
his historic hobby-horse. 

The gods have not made the Doctor analytical 

and romantic, like S ; facts are his mania. 

" Now, why keep on about those Athenians ? " he 
is saying (it is no use to argue the point ; I let it 
pass). ** I find the Roman siege of Syracuse much 
more interesting. From here you can see it all. 
With the Romans you have all the excitement of 
a double siege — Romans besieging Syracusans^ 
and Carthaginians besieging Romans. 

"That Hamilcar had the pluck of the devil, and 
Bomilcar, though a traitor, was a very able sailor. 

" And Marcellus ! What a fine fellow ! Those 
tears of his over Syracuse do him infinite honour. 
Any brute of a soldier can be cruel. To be merci- 
ful in those days showed character. 

** Where is S ? " Physic breaks off to as^. 

" I cannot tell," I answer, taking a look round. 

** Poor chap ! Poor chap ! " says the Doctor ; 
** it is mind, not body, with him. Grief is ruining 
his health. Now, if he would only let me prescribe 
for him ! " 

A momentary gleam from the setting sun again 
breaks his line of thought. 

** Ah, yes ! Short days, short days; we must be 
moving. Marcellus' camp was down there on the 
shore ; you see the place under the hill ? " 

** Yes," I reply. 

" For a long time he could not get within shot 

of Syracuse. His Romans, who had faced Gauls 

^ud Carthaginians gallantly, were fairly posed by 

the necromancies of Archimedes. He had fortified 
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all the line of Epipoloe, and utilised Dionysius' 
Wall, with its towers, running down towards the 
shore at Tyche and Achradina. You see it yonder'" 
— pointing with the inevitable stick — ** in and out 
on that plateau. If the stones were not so much 
the same colour as the rock, one could trace it 
much better." 

Then the Doctor turns landward. 

"You can distinguish the line along that road, 
to Florida and Lentini, running like a white ribbon, 
across the plain. Thank God ! bad as the rail is,. 
it is better than a Sicilian road any day. 

** The Hexapylum, a six -gated tower, com- 
manded the road inland ; at the Scala Greca,, 
doubtless, for the ground sinks as if there had 
been a road there. 

"Further on is the Torre di Galeaga, nearer 
Achradina and the sea. 

" Now, when all these great towers, castles, and 
forts set their machines and pulleys going, you 
may fancy the roar ! 

"Towards the shore there were machines which 
struck the Roman galleys with such force, that at 
one blow they yawned open and parted in two ; 
tackles and chams which lifted vessels bodily into- 
the air, whirled them round, and then plunged 
them into the sea ! As for Marcellus' poor little 
war -machine, called Sambuca, which he carried 
with him on eight galleys, of which he was so- 
proud, Archimedes just struck it with a stone or 
two, and shattered it to bits. 

" This caused Marcellus to reflect. 

"* Close under the walls,' he reasoned, *the 
war-engines cannot hurt us ; they require a wider 
range.' So daybreak finds the Romans crowding 
under the walls. By Jupiter ! they soon found 
out their mistake. Archimedes was not caught 
napping. He had short as well as lou% Vi^'axsis*^.^ 
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his engines. He had even had apertures made in 
the walls for 'scorpions,' that did not carry far, 
and could be readily discharged. So the Romans 
are saluted with a shower of darts and stones, 
which crack their skulls as they retire discomfited ; 
while other engines are made to play upon them 
at other distances : fresh ranges varied to fresh 
distances, graduating every step they take with a 
new aim. 

" Then there were his lenses. 

"At the Httle cove of Buon Servizio, behind 
the Capuchin Convent, Archimedes is supposed to 
ha ve planted those wonderful reflectors which set 
the Roman galleys in a blaze. 

** * What is the use of trying ? ' cries Marcellus, 
laughing heartily, as he sees his engineers and 
artillerymen flying, and his ships burning on the 
3ea. 

" But Marcellus found a way, after all. 

** Torre Galeaga is marked here, on Mr. Dennis' 
map, as just below the little Bay of Trogilus, near 
Sta. Panagia, beyond that roof down there, by the 
tuft of olive-trees. Well, it was at Torre Galeaga, 
where he had occasion to hold a parley with the 
Syracusan leader, Epicydes, that Marcellus cut 
the Gordian knot of the siege of Syracuse. 

** Standing under the wall, and biting his nails 
at the long harangue to which he was forced to 
hsten, to pass away the time he fell to counting 
the string-courses of stone from the top to the 
hottom, and thence to measuring the height with 
his eye. This particular wall, he saw, was lower 
than the others, and but slightly guarded in com- 
parison ; the ascent, also, that led to it was easy 
to scale, counting by the courses of stone. 

" This set Marcellus thinking. An assault was 
impossible ; but a surprise . . . ? Two scaling- 
dders, for instance, measured to the height of 
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the string-courses, and a dozen Romans, not 
scared by war engines and catapults . . . ? 

** Anyway, it is worth trying." 

" But," say I, " that story of the wall is told of 
a Roman soldier " 

** Right, my dear friend : Livy says so ; but I 
prefer Plutarch, who, however inaccurate about 
places, is wonderfully minute about individuals. 

** * The great festival of Diana,* Livy says, * fall- 
ing out at that time, was a good opportunity. 
The country people, shepherds and peasants, 
flocked into Syracuse with fruit and flowers, 
dancing and singing before the altars of the 
gods: and the citizens, exultant over the three 
years the Romans had been kept waiting, joined 
m the fun. Diana, as you know, is the protectress 
of Syracuse, and the Syracusan wines are too 
good not to be drunk plentifully at festivals, even 
of virgin goddesses. So freely did the Syracusans 
drink, that for two days they lay about the streets 
like pigs. 

" * On the morning of the 3rd, they were awoke 
by the blowing of the Roman trumpets and the 
whistle of the fifes. Marcellus was inside the 
tower, and had filled the great six-gated Hexapy- 
lum with Roman troops. 

*** There was no doubt about it. As the sun 
rose over Epipoloe, all the Roman war-music was 
sounding at once— drums beating, paeans singing, 
and Roman short-swords and Roman helmets 
flashing on the ramparts. Epicydes might seek 
at first to rally the fugitives he met, telling them 
only to have courage, and he would soon drive 
out the small band of Romans, who must have 
got within the walls by accident. Accident 
indeed ! It was all in vain. S3n:acuse was taken ! 

" * Now it was that, looking down over the 
great and magnificent city lym% ^X Vcis* SasX? — '^s. 
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its white ruins are lying before us — * Marcellus 
shed those tears so greatly to his credit. 

** * He thought upon the Athenian fleet sunk in 
the Great Harbour ; of the two vast armies cut 
oflf by carnage ; of the miserable deaths of the 
Generals — Nicias, Lamachus, and Demosthenes ; 
of the repeated invasions of Carthage, so gallantly 
repulsed by Syracuse; of the great men who 
had dwelt there — Hiero I., Dionysius, Agathocles, 
Dion, and Timoleon, and especially Hiero H.^ 
that staunch Roman ally, who bequeathed Rome's 
alliance to his grandson — how they had all beau- 
tified the city, and loved it, and dwelt in it. And 
so his soul melted. * 

** The speech made to him by the Syracusans 
is very fine. Do you remember it ? The sense of 
it is this : 

** * Neither we nor the other citizens have been 
in any way in fault, O Marcellus, in going to war 
with Rome. It is Hieronymus, a wicked tyrant, 
our ruler — young in years, but old in crime — ^who 
has ruined us by allying himself with Carthage ; 
also Hippocrates and Epicydes, his generals and 
instruments, who did likewise. We Syracusans 
are innocent. 

** * Marcellus ! the gods have given you the glory 
of taking the most renowned and most beautiful 
of all the Grecian capitals ! Whatever we have 
done memorable, by land and sea, will go to 
swell your triumph I Let it not be said that you 
have ruined so powerful a city as Syracuse, but 
rather that you left it entire, as a monument of 
your greatness. 

" * Alas ! Let not the memory of Hieronymus 
weigh more with you than the memory of Hiero 1 
Hiero was much longer Rome's friend than Hiero- 
nymus was her enemy. Yours be it, Marcellus, 
to reconcile the two — ^to transmit Syracuse unim- 
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paired to your family, as your glory, and the glory 
of your descendants, the race of the Marcelli ! ' " 

" Do you think I know nothing of all this ? " 
I say, rather nettled at Physic's complete appro- 
priation of all history. 

" I do not know if you do, nor do I care," replies 
Physic, looking me full in the face in his quaint 
way, his eyes just moistened by a tear ; " I know 
I read it up last night for your benefit." Then he 
rises, and stands a moment, supporting himself 
upon his stick. (He is a little lame, the good 
Doctor, though so active.^ " Any way, you will 
know it better now," he aads, with a quaint smile. 
** If I have amused you, so much the better. I 
have only recalled these scenes to you — * recalled ' I 
say, I presume no more." 

Here he takes a sweeping glance round in search 

of S , still on the same spot reading. At this 

sight the Doctor shakes his head, while I confound 
myself in excuses for my petulance. ** Yes," he 
continues, with another look round, this time rather 

irritated, " and as I would have done for S , 

too, had he condescended to listen. I take it very 

much amiss that S should prefer that mawkish 

In Memoriam to my conversation. Why, there is 
more real life-drama in one Greek siege than 
in all Tennyson put together ! And now the sun 
is gone down ; so, call up the carabineers, Mrs. 

E , in your choice Italian, and let us get back 

to dinner." 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

A Da J in Syracnae — Sanla Lucia takiog tlie Air — Greciao 
Theatre— Two Queens— Bifii>-^liiea5—.Cschylns and 
Pindar — "Earth and Sea; a Comedj "— Phormis — The 
Golden Tooth — Dioajsins at the Plaj — Anecdotes — 
The "Ycmagei" after Dinner — An Ancient Fatce — 
Timoleon and tl^ Statues — The Theatre and Eveij- 

I HAVE had a wonderful day in Outer 
Syratmse. The Grecian Theatre and 
the Street of Tombs, San Giovanni 
and the Catacombs, the Latomise, 
St. Paul, and the Athenians, are all 
simmering in my brain. I hope 
something clear and definite will come out of it ; 
only, if I am very long and very misty, put it 
down to the way in which I have been see-sawed 
to-day, over all history, Grecian, Sacred, Roman, 
and Phenician. 

In the morning I began by Santa Lucia. I 
knew nothing about her, except that she usually 
carries her eyes in a plate; but, before reaching 
the drawbri(fee, I found out a great deal. My 
rickety little nacre could not pass for the crowd. 
Now, as a crowd of any sort, except beggars, is 
very unusual at Syracuse, I at once inquired the 
cause. 

" It was the festival of Santa Lucia, and the 
procession would pass subito (immediately)," I was 
informed by many voices ; and many pairs of dark 
inquisitive eyes were turned upon me, the forestiera, 
in wonder at my ignorance. As it was burning 
hot, I drew up in a ^ady comer under the Spanish 
walls to, see the show. I was just in time. 
I Santa Lucia, born in Syracuse in a.d. 304, of 
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Christian parents, and who suffered martyrdom 
under Diocletian, takes in all respects, as a virgin 
saint, the place of the virgin goddess Diana in 
Ortygia. 

Wherever there were Hellenic colonies, there 
was a divine female influence. This influence 
passed from the elegant Greeks to their unlettered 
conquerors, the Romans, and from the Romans to 
the early Christians established among them ; only,, 
instead of the purely pagan notion of simple phy- 
sical beauty, intellect came to be added. 

Santa Lucia usually resides in an ugly side- 
chapel in Minerva's temple, now the Cathedral. 
Twice a year she is taken out for an airing, to 
visit her country seat in Achradina (one of those 
abominable Norm an- faced churches I find so un- 
sympathetic in Grecian Syracuse). After a stay 
of three or four days, she then returns to her side- 
chapel in the city. 

All the town assembles to escort her to and fro. 
Everyone who has a*carriage sits in it ; but fiacres, 
painted carts, and even donkeys, are not disdained 
by the accommodating saint, knowing the poverty 
01 her Syracusan worshippers. 

A tremendous crowd on foot, serious and intent, 
fills the open space where I have drawn up under 
the walls. Salvos of artillery and the clang of 
drums and trumpets announce her approach. 
Long before she is visiblff, every soul is kneeling. 

As for Saint Agatha at Catania, all the troops 
in the garrison head the procession ; the General, 
wearing his orders, seated on a caracoling charger ; 
the Prefect, a pleasant-looking gentleman (whom 
I have as yet, happily, avoided), in his uniform 
(I really do admire their seriousness); then the 
feishop, mitre on head, in blazing vestments, 
followed by the whole Cathedral body, down to 
the little acolytes in red, swinging censers. 
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A sort of m^^ter of the cerenxmies. in Mack, 
beaiin^ a vai:d da&c^ marshals them along, and 
keeps off the cxontL leady to precijHtate itself 
idrward. as if before the car of Juggernaut ! 

Then, last of all, appears a platfonn, €x car, 
harnessed by n^en, two and two, on vhich sits the 
saint — a huge dnsky idc^ larger than life, very 
pagan and barocco. Her flaxen head, thrown 
back, glitters with many crowns ; her neck is a 
mass of jewels ; her ootstretched arms grandly 
appealing ; her flowing robes, like bmnished gold 
in the fierce sunshine, £ddling in great folds over 
the edge of the platfomu (To kiss this robe is 
beatitude, accorded to few.) Altogether, a- very 
im{x>sing saint, with a fixed vitaUty in her painted 
^'es uncomfortable to scofiers. 

Now, through the mass of her worshippers she 
passes — slowly, solemnly, dispensing, as it seems, 
silent blessings with tnose outstretched arms — 
until she fades into the shadow of Charles V.'s 
lofty portcullis. The carriage!, carts, and donkeys 
follow; the military music grows fainter and 
fainter on the breeze; the piazza gradually 
empties, and Syracuse resumes its usual aspect 
of desolate weediness. 



The Grecian Theatre lying on the hillside of 
New Town, or Neapolis, about half a mile from 
Syracuse, is a graceful and gracious monument, 
smiling to the island city, the azure heaven, and 
the flittering sea. 

Thank Heaven! we need not burrow under- 
ground, or go to Ciceto or Pausanius to be told 
about it. There it is before us ! The shape a 
semicircle ; the seats, like descending rays, col- 
lected in front of the proscenium ; the colour a 
delicately warm yellow, responsive to the sun. 
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That it is built of limestone, and not of marble, 
must not lessen it in artistic estimation. Marble 
is not plentiful in Sicily as in Greece, and the 
native stone could be worked with great delicacy, 
and brought up to a brilliant surface, by a fine 
coat of stucco. 

I can count forty-two successive rows of seats, 
in good preservation ; towards the top there are 
more, but less perfect — room enough to accom- 
modate twenty-four thousand spectators; the 
fascia, carved m the rock, bearing the names of 
the different divisions (cunei) into which these 
seats were classed. 

Here I can read titles of that day — five hundred 
years before Christ — the architect assuming that 
all the world knew them well, without index or 
glossary. 

But, alas! after the supreme name of Jupiter 
Olympus on one cuneus supposed to mark the seat 
of the priests, and that of Hiero on another 
(Hiero naturally glorified as the founder), we 
come upon two queens, Philistis and Nereis (the 
Eug6nie and Victoria, as one may say, of that 
day), of whom — in spite of the confidence of the 
architect flinging them at us, as it were, from afar, 
certain to hit — we know nothing. 

Dennis, the solver of all Sicilian mysteries, 
opines that one of them. Nereis (shutting up in 
herself, one feels, a perfect chronicle of the 
scandal of the day), was a daughter of Pyrrhus 
the Epirote, married to Gelon, son of Hiero H., 
and thus grandmother to Hieronymus. 

About Queen Philistis, whose name is graven 
on the cuneus next to that of Nereis, even Dennis 
himself knows nothing, except af a beautiful head 
upon a silver coin, called, after her, ** Philistia." 
** Possibly," he says, ** she may have been mar- 
ried to Hiero H., a sort of Dot\aiiB\MO^^^x^>^^'^'>' 

Fol L 16 
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SO many wives that history refuses to chronicle 
them." 

The streamlet from the Nymphaeum above, 
which has done its best to obliterate these ancient 
names, is in full force now, and gurgles beautifully 
to the ear, as I stand overlooking the graceful 
curve of the theatre, before it joins the " Brook of 
the Washerwomen " below. 

Fronting the ranges of seats are two square 
hewn rocks, the foundations of the stage, or scena, 
and a pit for the curtain, or siparium, to rise from ; 
the whole theatre, rugged indeed, and chaotic in 
detail, but as distinct in its principal lines as if 
built but yesterday. 

A great king was the architect — Hiero I. 
(iEtneas, as he loved to be called), brother of 
Gelon. (The architect, Democopus, only finished 
what Hiero had begun.) 

A very refined and artistic tyrant, Hiero, and 
witty and popular withal, but a tyrant all the 
same, wrathful and suspicious, with countless spies 
in that elegant and literary court of his, '! the 
very harvest-field," as Pindar csllls it, "of the 
ripened ears of all that is excellent." 

Look at him ! He is entering the royal door, 
which bears no name upon it, seeing that Syracuse, 
like Rome, is a nominal republic — a tall, grandly- 
proportioned man, resembling his great brother 
Gelon — attired in the short tunic of a warrior, and 
wearing a regal circlet among his curling locks. 

iEschylus and Pindar are with him ; and behind 
walk the inferior poets, Simonides, Bacchylides, 
Epicharmus, Dafnis and Phormis. 

iEschylus has lately come from Athens to live 

at Hiero's hospitable board ; disgusted, as it would 

seem, by the success of inferior poets, and the 

coolness with which the Athenian public received 

his Eumenides^ because, forsootVv, ladies in an 
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interesting condition declared " they were alarmed 
at the chorus of the Furies." 

Others said iEschylus left Athens because he 
had dared to allude to some detail of the Eleusian 
Mysteries. Now, both these were capital offences, 
as causing a lack of births and a failure in the 
harvests. 

At Syracuse he has no reason to complain. His 
famous play of The ^tnaiai has so charmed 
the audience, that it has been followed by another, 
The Persians, 

We know how much these colonial Hellenes 
delighted in dramatic poetry, from their treatment 
of the Athenian captives. Such of them as could 
sing or recite Euripides were liberated from the 
Latomiae and well treated ; the rest were left to 
die! 

Pindar, now seated beside him, has also hailed 
Hiero as iEtneas. He is always writing odes to 
him. That one celebrating his victory with colts, 
beginning, ** Oh, mighty-seated Syracuse ! precinct 
of war-plumed Ares, breeder of men and horses," 
is the most popular, because it is the most easy to 
understand. 

At this moment, Pindar, somewhat jealous of 
the attention Hiero is paying to iEschylus, leans 
over to inquire ** in what measure it will please 
him to have his recent victory with a single-horse 
chariot at the Pythian Games recorded ? Whether 
he shall associate the name of his brother Gelon 
with his own, or celebrate him and his horse 
Pheremicus alone ? " At last, a happy idea strikes 
him, which evidently pleases the King : Diana 
in Ortygia shall hold the reins, while Hiero only 
seems to drive the chariot. 

While this is discussing, Epicharmus, placed 
behind, finding it dull, turns round to stare at the 
audience, and takes note of a liiv.^ oi ^^\i-^^s^^^ 

15* 
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Siculi, sitting, widi Cfpext mouths, upon a distant 
bench. 

Then silence is proclaimed; the curtain rises; 
and the actors, shouting through echoing masks, 
claim attrition fcH* a poem of Catanian Stesi- 
chorus, fcdlowing upon a versified £able of £mpe< 
dodes. 

There are not always actors at Syracuse equal 
to filling the parts of the great plays of JE^sch^us 
or Euripides. You must go to Athens for that. 
But, as the Greeks love new things, a constant 
change of performance is provided. 

So Epicharmus, who Imows this, has written 
such light {tteces as Emrtk ami Sm, a gastro- 
nomic £airce, showing off the Syracusan love of 
good living (we are always hearing of Dorian 
gluttony) ; also the Sirens^ who, instead of singing 
melodies to Odysseus, treat the navigator to a 
succulent supper of fish and birds, which take 
up a dialogue on the gridiron and spit, after the 
fsLshion of Dr. Kitchener's BmkibU and Sqm€sk. 

Da£ais, like Epicharmus, has hit on a new thing 
— ^Pastorals in dialogue (" Eclogues," as they are 
called) : the idea taken £rom the rustic part-songs 
and chcxuses sung to Diana by the shej^erds 
coining into town for her festival, just as the 
Abruzzi shej^ierds, in our day, come into Rome to 
sing NocemMs to the Virgin in the streets. 

Phormis, goieral and dramatist, is also a very 
amusing £dlow, sharing with Epicharmus the dis> 
tinction of having substituted comedy for fable, 
though unfcHtunately nothing but the titles of his 
plays remain. Phormis has lately insisted on 
dressing the actors in long robes and showy 
draperies, and hanging the proscenium with 
purple stufk and gilt leather, alterations in accord- 
once with the gorgeous tastes of Hiero, and much 
approved by bun. 
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In the pauses between the acts, the ** Golden 
Youths," flower-wreathed and scented, wearing 
embroidered chlamyds, broad coloured fillets 
bound in their perfumed locks, mount to the upper 
galleries to drink a bowl of wine and breathe pure 
breezes from the sea, passing over ranges of 
orange and jessamine gardens. 

Others cool themselves in the freshness of the 
Nymphaeum, just above. Here are grouped the 
slaves and painted Phrynes of the day, a band of 
Hetairae scantily clothed, and curled and painted, 
as the Greek youths love, singing to harps and 
lyres, or lolling on couches of rose-leaves, beside 
that self-same streamlet which still gushes out 
abundantly from the white rock. 

Again the trumpet gives the signal that the 
curtain is rising, and all hurry back to take their 
seats. 

*^f ^f «v ^g ^ ^ 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^* ^* •§» 

Later on, Dionysius the elder crosses over from 
Ortygia to the theatre, and sits upon the same 
royal seat, when Hiero is dead. 

Dionysius wears armour under his royal vest- 
ments, and his beard is burnt, not shaved, for fear 
of razors ! 

With him are his two young wives, Doris and 
Aristomache, married on the same day. 

How Dionysius ventures to the theatre at all is 
a marvel ; but he is mad about poetry, and finds 
time to write himself. 

When his new piece. The Bacchanals^ which he 
had sent to be represented at Athens, met with 
some success, it caused him such transports of joy 
that he is popularly said to have died of it. He 
was not always, however, so successful. 

Plutarch tells of the embassy of singers, musi- 
cians, and reciters, with gilded cVi^fi.oV&^xA^'^'«x^s> 
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ing steeds, bearing tents of richest stuffs and 
jewels of gold, which Dionysius sent to the games 
of Olympia, as an escort to his verses ; and how 
the chariots were broken, the tents pillaged and 
spoiled, and, worse than all, his lines hissed, and 
hef himself sneered at, as a sorry fellow and a tyrant, 
by the orator Lycias ; and how he tried a second 
time, and was again hissed by those critical Greeks, 
who, if they had many faults, possessed, at least, 
the merit of artistic consciences. 

Also, how Dionysius imprisoned his best friend, 
Philoxeus, in a Latomia, for daring to criticise 
him ; and that when he called him back to liberate 
him, Philoxeus, firm to his standard, cried out : 

" Send me back to prison, Dionysius ; kill me, if 
you like; but ask me not to change my opinion. 
The verses are bad, and I will not praise them." 

A many-sided man is Dionysius, his ** funny " 
side coming uppermost in more anecdotes than of 
almost any other Greek. 

It was Dionysius who, like Haroun-al-Raschid, 
placed a common man, Damocles, on his throne 
for a day, and hung that famous sword over his 
head to frighten him. 

It was Dionysius who pardoned the old woman 
who prayed the gods loudly, as he passed along the 
street, ** to spare his life,- for fear his successors 
should be more wicked than himself." It was 
Dionysius who permitted his brother-in-law, Dion, 
to rebuke him for calling Gelon a " laughing- 
stock," and who could appreciate the devotion of 
Damon and Pythias, even if he could not tolerate 
the advice of Plato. 

Now a silent, terror-stricken Court takes its 
place at the theatre around Dionysius, opposite 
the stage. 

This time the play is a severe tragedy, The 
j4^amemnon. Nothing lewd or gross is patronised 
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in this reign. The manners of the Tyrant a.-e 
bland in public towards the people he tramples 
on ; his habits frugal, like a soldier as he is ; his 
vices private. 

The drunkenness and rough ways of his son, the 
"Younger," and his hideous revellings, came later. 

After all, the Elder was a ** soldier before every- 
thing," spite of his flirtation with the Muses, and 
a caustic wit. 

The real lover of the drama is his son, as true a 
Bohemian as ever flourished in the Quartier Latin. 

A young man who takes his wine as lovingly as 
mother's milk, is drunk for ninety days together,. 
lives to a good old age, writes comedy, and teaches^ 
to fill an empty purse, has claims in this respect. 

The "Younger," who has dined and already 
drunk many cups of Muscata, down at the splendid 
palace of his father in Ortygia, comes up in his 
chariot by the long, broad street to the theatre, to 
enjoy himself, and make a row. 

Tottering towards the royal bench, he is sup- 
ported by a fair-haired boy, dressed as Ganymede, 
who bears a golden amphora. 

On one side sits his ** Sister-queen," the meek 
Sophrosyne ; on the other, Plato, who has ventured 
back again to Syracuse to teach the "Younger" 
virtue; beyond, frowns the iron -faced patriot 
Dion. 

Now Dionysius, lolling back on his silken 
cushions, is flinging roses with one hand at the 
Hetairae, who have collected near him, laughing a 
deep guttural laugh. With his other he is clutch- 
ing stern Dion by the mantle, and grinning in his 
face. 

Is this the fruit of Plato's lessons ? 

As for the courtiers, they are so obliging, that 
not only are they all drunk, like the kiw^,b\x\.^V!J&a 
him, they are all near-sighted. Svivc^ T:>\syK^ivai^ 
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suffers from his eyes, no man about the Court can 
see beyond a stone*s-throw. 

At last there is a hush. Plato manages to quiet 
the king, and the curtain rises for a light piece of 
mythological buffoonery, called The Marriage of 
Hebe, 

Behold the whole circle of Olympus on the 
:stage, engaged in a debauch ! Jupiter licks fried 
-fish off a plate, like a dog ; Juno consumes a bundle 
of lettuces, in honour of her child ; Minerva plays 
the flute ; Apollo dances a jig ; the Nine Muses 
ifigure as nine poisonous rivers ; while the nuptial 
rites of Hercules and Hebe are celebrated with 
every detail, in public. 

How the king roars and claps his hands, as 
Bacchus tends the wine-press, Neptune serves the 
table, and Hebe plays the prude ; and how the 
sound is taken up and runs from bench to bench ! 

The very actors— -old men and youths — laugh 
too, under their masks ; and, look 1 even grim 
Plato smiles ! 

Then kings at the theatre go out of date. 

Instead, we have Timoleon the ** Deliverer '* — a 
lawgiver and a soldier ; very practical and repub- 
lican, with no elegant tastes at all — wearing the 
severe and awfrd visage of a man who, like 
Rhadamanthus, judges quick and dead. 

Stern Timoleon turns the graceful theatre into a 
law-court, where not only civil and criminal causes 
are heard, but all the defunct tyrants of Syracuse, 
represented by their marble effigies in the Inner 
and Outer Cities, are brought up and judged, like 
living men. 

Gelon*s statue is alone judged worthy to retain 
its head, and comes to be placed within the Temple 
of Hera. 
Not only effigies of tyrants, but tyrants them- 
'Selves are judged. 
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Mamercus, for instance, of Catania — Timoleon's 
friend, at his first landing from Corinth ; then his 
foe, because Mamercus allied with Carthage — is 
tried, and sentenced to suffer the punishment of 
thieves and robbers. 

Besides condemning tyrants and their effigies, 
Timoleon condemns the monuments which they 
raised. The palaces of Dionysius and Hiero in 
Ortygia, the fortress of the Pentapyle, the historic 
sun-dial, are all demolished as " bulwarks of tyranny" 

It is lucky that Timoleon leaves the theatre 
untouched. But there is a certain respect for the 
multitude in " Deliverers," as in " Tyrants." 

Everyone — old and young, rich and poor, bonds- 
men and free — goes to the theatre. Not only does 
the critical Greek enjoy the voice of the elder 
poets, sounding through all the deeper notes of 
human passion, in such stories as the Pelopida and 
CEdipus, but it is his home, forum, debating club, 
lecture-room, rostrum, audience - chamber, and 
exchange. 

At the theatre, politicians discuss State secrets 
in the upper galleries, or near the Podium, where 
no listeners can lurk, courtiers plot assassinations, 
generals plan possible expeditions against Messana 
or Acragas, young men meet their Lesbias and 
Phrynes, and mercenary damsels seem to melt. 

As for poets, who like to muse, or lovers, to bill 
and coo in solitude, close at hand — level with the 
Nymphaeum — there is the Street of Tombs. Here, 
if so minded, they can stroll among the ashes of 
their ancestors, lying within the square loculi, or 
wander beyond, upon the breezy platform, towards 
Apollo's colossal statue and the sacred groves. 
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CHAPTER I. 



AM now within the vaulted recess of 
the NymphEeum, over the theatre ; 
a cool retreat, hewn in the solid 
rock, festooned with feathering lady- 
ferns, yellow oxalis, and purple 
caper flowers. The circular seat is 
and sphntered ; an ancient water-course 
splashes down, without form or order, from broken 
ap>ertures of Grecian architecture, moistening the 
stones ; and little gusts of air come swirling down 
to greet me. 

Close by, the dark rocks yawn apart, a heavy 
shadow falls, and a narrow passage opens. 

This is the Street of Tombs, winding upward to 
the plateau of Temenitis and Tyche, 

For a distance of two hundred yards the rock 
is honeycombed with the dark mouths of open 
sepulchres, running back horizontally into the 
earth's depths — a dark and solemn Golgotha, 
rifled of bones I 

To make all more real, this sepulchral highway 
is marked and wrinkled with the ruts and rough- 
nesses worn by the wheels of Grecian cars and 
chariots. , 

What far-off ghosts sat in tViesel | 

Fn/. If. 2 
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Cicero, followed by his Roman procflors, seeking 
for the tomb of Archimedes ; Scipio Africanus, 
fresh from the conquest of Carthage, bringing 
back the precious statues stolen by those irre- 
pressible robbers ; Agathocles arriving from the 
Sea Gate with his African veterans ; Icetas, to 
attack the citadel ; naked athletes, on prancing 
horses ; heavily-draped Syracusan maidens, bear- 
ing water-jars ; the priests of Demeter, carrying 
corn-sheaves and oil-jars, and driving before them 
cattle for sacrifice; Flora's servants, laden with 
wreaths and flower-baskets for her altar ; Apollo's 
Hierophants, with music of harps and songs ; the 
sacred cow of Hera, led by golden reins ; or rude 
idols of sun-dried clay — mere emblems of divinity, 
offered by peasants, to hang up on Pan's rustic 
altar ? 

That this Street of Tombs opens so close upon 
the Grecian Theatre is not by any way of contrast. 
The Greeks knew nothing of sentimental philo- 
sophy, and hated mournful images and the idea 
of death. The position only indicates its great 
antiquity. 

Here we are brought face to face with a period 
when Syracuse was but the Island of Ortygia and 
the walled suburb of Achradina. 

The Street of Tombs, leading probably to the 
Necropolis Himilcon robbed, near to the Temples 
of Ceres and Proserpine, was then outside the city, 
in the open country towards Epipolce. Later, 
when Neapolis and Tyche grew into rich and 
flourishing quarters, the Street of Tombs came 
within the circuit of the walls, close to the spot 
on the hillside chosen by Hiero as most appro- 
priate for his theatre. 

A little onward, up the hill, the ** smart young 

man " — whom I have brought for protection, not 

/or company — shows me what he calls '* the Tombs 
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of Archimedes and Timoleon." (It is lucky Physic 
is gone out yachting !) 

Archimedes, when dying by the hand of that 
ignorant Roman soldier, charged his friends to 
mark his tomb with a sphere and a cylinder. He 
also dictated his epitaph. A hundred and thirty- 
seven years later, not only the tomb, but its very 
existence, was forgotten. Cicero, then Roman 
Quaestor at Syracuse, sought for it, and found it 
with the greatest difficulty, near the Agragian Gate 
in Achradina. 

These are Tullius Cicero's own words : 
" I discovered the burying- place of Archimedes 
— quite unknown to, and even denied by, the 
Syracusans — by certain verses which I heard were 
inscribed on it ; and also because I knew that on 
the top there were placed a sphere and a cylinder. 
For, as I was scanning all the sepulchres (further, 
there is a great abupdance of them at the Agra- 
gian Gate), I remarked a small column rising but 
slightly above thickets and brambles, bearing the 
figure of a sphere and cylinder. Turning imme- 
diately to the Syracusans who accompanied me, 
I exclaimed, ' This is the monument I am seeking.' 
So I sent persons in with knives and sickles to 
clear the trees and open a way. As soon as this 
was done, we went in, and there, on the further 
side of the pedestal, appeared the inscription I 
was looking for, with half the verses eaten away." 

" So Tully paused — amid the wrecks of time — 
On the rude stone, to trace the truth sublime, 
Where, at his feet, in honoured dust disclosed, 
The immortal Sage of Syracuse reposed." 

What the ** smart young man" calls the **Tomb 
of Archimedes " is a small square sepulchral cham- 
ber, hollowed in the rock, with a recess opposite 
the entrance, for a body, and some sepulchral 
niches in the side walls. The stranger could 

2* 
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scarcely pass it by unnoticed, among the barren 
rocks over which he is led along the high ground 
above the theatre, for it bears a rudely- carved 
Doric portal, low and small, with sunken pillars 
at the entrance. But the position by no means 
tallies ^-ith Cicero's description. The Agragian 
Gate, supposed to be close to the old Sea Gate, is 
to be sought for in modem Syracuse, beyond the 
Capuchin Convent, among the cliffs at the head- 
land of Santa Panagia. 

The so-called "Tomb of Timoleon," rather 
higher up on the rocky surface on the Tyche 
platform, upon which I am standing, is very 
similar to the other in form, only not in such 
good preservation. Both are heavy, graceless 
monuments, much more Roman in style than 
Grecian. 

The names are purely arbitrary. Timoleon was 
buried, as I have said, on the site of the Roman 
Forum, where his famous statue stood, as the 
"Deliverer." (It was afterwards removed into 
the Temple of Juno.) 

The Timoleonteium, with lofty pillars and por- 
ticoes, bright gardens and flowery groves, in 
which stood Palestra, where games were held in 
his honour, was his true mausoleum. 

All about here the rocks mould themselves into 
the semblance of tombs and mortuary chambers ; 
but of whom ? 

More congenial with the neighbouring theatre 
was the colossal statue of Apollo, rising from 
sacred woods of laurel, cypress, and elm, on the 
rocky ridge looking towards Ortygia and the sea. 
The Temples of Ceres and Proserpine were near, 
but the exact site has never been determined. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Delicate Attention — An Enchanted Region — A Greek 
Quany— " Dionysius's Ear"— The Ara— The Roman 
Amphitheatre— Greek and Roman Architecture. 

f P to this moment I was not conscious 
that the delicate attention of the 
Prefect had bestowed upon me the 
escort of two carabineers. 

I suddenly became aware of the 
fact by the glitter of military accou- 
trements, near the Nyraphieum, hanging about 
the door of a little mill, worked by the same 
classic stream of the broken aqijeduct which 
flows through the theatre. 

{All that I have described lies so near together 
on the hill-side at New Town, one might almost 
throw a pocket-handkerchief from one point to 
the other.) 

Yes ! there they are, two carabineers, smiling 
at me benignantly, in cocked hats and well-brushed 
uniforms, and along with them a half-naked miller, 
smiling too, cap in hand, as he leans against his 
own door-post ; a group so suggestive of the Opera 
Comique that had they broken out into song, I 
" should not have been the least astonished. 

Instead, however, of serenading me with an 
ana d'entrata, or Joining in a chorus, the hand- 
somest of the two carabineers — a corporal named 
Giuliano, and a bachelor, as he takes care after- 
wards to inform me — having been evidently 
instructed beforehand to make himself useful, 
stands forth, and, with a military salute, opens 
a wicket-gate, leading dovjn. a, TvartQ-^ ■^■a.'Co^'Mi , 
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• bordered by orange trees, or rather by oranges, 
so thickly does the fruit hang upon the boughs, 
to make my first acquaintance with a Grecian 
Latomia. 

I presume that all well-educated persons know 
that a Latomia is a quarry on a hill-side, worked 
down to the depth of some eighty or a hundred 
feet. Naturally a Latomia varies with the level 
of the land, whence was drawn the stone to build 
the five great cities that made up Inner and Outer 
Syracuse. Slaves and prisoners cut the stone 
from the living rock, and artificers and .masons 
formed those shafts and blocks and columns, 
destined, age after age, to increase and multiply. 
The whole hill-side is dotted with the dark open- 
ings of Latomiae. In many the mark of the chirel 
is yet plainly visible. 

A Latomia* is not only unlike any other quarry, 
but unlike anything else. 

Neither picture nor photograph can properly 
represent it ; you must see it for yourself. 

A solemn labyrinth of whitish-yellow limestone, 
sympathetic to the sunshine, it winds along a 
narrow underground valley, as of a pre- Adamite 
world, its sides, sheer and perpendicular, breaking 
into caves, low-mouthed grottoes, and chaotic 
vaults. 

Nowhere is the surface plain or even. When 
not split or wrenched asunder, it is scooped and 
ridged into roughnesses and crevices, marking the 
form of the gigantic blocks cut from it, or the 
capricious action of rain and storm, libeccio and 
sirocco, through the course of long centuries. 

In these many-shaped crevices a whole animal 

life exists. Here the fieldmouse and the swallow 

build their nests secure; the owl rests peacefully 

on a rocky ledge ; frogs croak below in the dark 

holes; innumerable lizards luu m ^xv^ o\x\. m^qu 
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the stone ; and butterflies and dragonflies, even at 
this late season, fly round in circles. 

In this still, heavy air, thickets of flowering 
shrubs retain their blossoms through the entire 
year : euphorbia and mimosa fluttering in sweet 
yellow tresses ; pomegranates, jessamine, myrtle, 
and nespole, all shooting up into unnatural height. 

Great clumsy knots of cacti and aloes heave the 
earth asunder, and the twisting roots of fig, vine, 
and rose-bush make for themselves a home ; and 
banks of mesembryanthemum and geraniums join 
in, with star-like flowers. 

A curtain of ivy trellises the rock into ideal lace- 
work ; and spurge, capers, and sea-pinks peep out 
from the greensward above, bordering the azure 
sky-line. 

In the deep shadows, every plant and weed 
leaps into wondrous life. Although it is almost 
winter, the moist air is that of a hot-house open to 
the sky; the colours neutral and strange, save 
where some blossom, pomegranate or hibiscus, 
burns into the light. The scent of flowers, espe- 
cially of the yellow jessamine run up into thin 
trees, makes me faint with its fragrance. 

Passing from essence to essence, a draught of 
damp air, out of some darkened cave, comes to 
me as a new life. All is so strange, so exotic. I 
wander on in speechless wonder, silent myself, 
amidst subterranean silence. 

Nothing is familiar. These huge white walls 
shut in an enchanted region, neither earth nor 
heaven, while both are there resplendent. 

It is well for me that I am recalled to myself by 
the measured cadence of Giuliano's sword clank- 
ing against his spurs. He has left his companion 
on guard at the wicket, along with the dusty 
miller. 

I can see that the handsome carabineer is over- 
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whelmed with shyness. He would not mind facing 
a brigand or a smuggler ; but alone with a lady, a 
princess, in a Latomia, is evidently a new expe- 
rience. 

Still, in the one case, as in the other, Giuliano's 
sense of duty is absolute. Awful as is the lady, 
unfamiliar as is the spot, she must be addressed. 

That he must do so has evidently been made 
plain to him beforehand. I can read his thoughts 
on his comely face, crimson with blushes. At last 
comes the effort. With the military salute of a 
finger raised to the brim of his cocked hat, and 
many hum's and ha's and clearings of his throat, 
Giuliano produces these words : 

** Excellent Princess, I have been instructed to 
accompany your highness to this Latomia, called 
of the Paradiso, and to point out to you the cavern, 
called the Ear of Dionysius." 

I long to ask Giuliano what he knows about 
Dionysius, and who he was, but I have not the 
heart to trifle with his feelings. From crimson his 
cheeks have passed to purple ; and after he has 
spoken, his lips shut themselves up, as if no force 
could open them again. 

Dionysius's Ear is the strangest -shaped arch I 
ever beheld: long and narrow, and ending in a 
sharp point, perfectly Saracenic. 

If the hands that wrought it had tried, they 
could not have formed anything more thoroughly 
Moorish. It almost reaches to the grassy margin 
of the rocks. High up on one side is a small 
square aperture, like an odd-shaped door, within 
which Dionysius the ** Elder " is supposed to have 
sat, and, by cunningly-contrived acoustic galleries, 
to have collected into this chamber not only the 
voices of the prisoners and their words, but the 
very rustling of their garments, as they turned 

edsj}^ within their rocky cells, 



r 
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That these Latomiae were used as prisons is 
historical. But this mysterious cave, rounded 
below like the lobe of an ear, and black within, is 
certainly nothing but the freak of some unconscious 
stonecutters, who, having driven their work sharply 
upwards too near the edge, enlarged it in this 
manner below to keep it from falling. A veil of 
ivy hangs over the mouth like a green shroud, and 
long ferns and grasses float from the bare sides. 

Holm would have us believe that, upon the 
summit of the Latomia, Dionysius built a palace, 
in which he concealed himself when overcome by 
those fits of panic-terror to which he was subject. 
A palace, to which the prisons underneath, cut in 
the solid rock, served as a foundation, and from 
whence he could also see and hear all that passed 
upon the stage in the theatre below, just as Louis 
XIV. enjoyed the advantage of hearing Mass in 
his ante -chamber, while the first prince of the 
blood present passed the shirt over his naked 
shoulders. 

Holm's idea is ingenious, but upon what it is 
founded I cannot say. 

Further on (I am following Giuliano, glancing 
like a human butterfly along the shady paths; 
having acquainted himself with the sound of his 
own voice, he has become a little more communi- 
cative) is a garden of pot-herbs, and fruit-trees 
grown into timber. 

Another chasm in the rock — deep, mystic, weird 
— takes the form of a pillared water-temple, where 
springs and rain gather into a Styx-like lake. 

Within I gaze upon shadowy perspectives of 
halls and vaulted chambers, of dark galleries, 
rocky screens, and shapeless barriers; a subter- 
ranean world, as formless and terrible as Eblis. 

It is twelve o'clock, and I am still in Neapolis. 

A little lower is the Ara, or altarvClo^^Ni::^^'^'^^^ 
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up-and-down lane by which, in a most antiquated 
little gig, I reached the Grecian Theatre. 

The Ara is a monument of the superb ideas of 
Hiero II. 

On this rough hill-side, so encumbered by ruins 
and modern walls, one might mistake it for a 
line of Cyclopean defence, or the fragments of a 
spacious temple. 

In reality it is a monstrous sacrificial altar, 
partly cut in the native rock, partly formed of 
roughly-hewn stones, raised on three steps. It is 
640 feet long and 61 feet broad ; a solid square of 
masonry, and well marked in all its circumference. 

An Ara was dedicated to the terrestrial or 
inferior deities — an altar to the celestial gods. 
(Yet ara is the Greek word for both ; so this would 
seem to be a distinction without a difference.) 

An altar, with or without a temple, was used for 
invocations, vows, supplications, and prayers. It 
was wreathed with fruit and flowers, or festooned 
with spoils and offerings. Upon it perfumes were 
burnt, libations poured, and sacrifices made. An 
altar was small, and, if not placed in a temple, 
stood under an arch or in an iEdiculum. In 
shape, it was square, oblong, or triangular. There 
. were the domestic altars of the Domus, to the 
Lares and Penates, and the public altars of the 
Great Deities for the multitude. 

The Ara at Syracuse, only laid. bare in 1839, was 
constructed expressly for the burning of hecatombs 
of victims in honour of the gods. On the Ara 
before me, 450 oxen were annually sacrificed to 
Jupiter. 

It is divided into three parts, or stages, reached 

by steps. On the first, or lower stage, the women 

sat, and the victims were killed by the servitii, or in- 

fc /eri or priests. (Upon this stage I can still see some 

mindications of stone runnels to carry off the blood.) 
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On the second stage the freedmen and citizens 
were placed. On the upper one, or summit, the 
priests, standing before great furnaces of wood; 
roasted the flesh of the victims, pouring over them 
oil, wine, and spices. An Ara, therefore, of this 
size was adapted not only to bear the weight of 
such amazing sacrifices, but also of the whole 
assembled city. 

The Ara at Syracuse was dedicated to Jupiter, 
and is the largest recorded, excepting that of 
Pergamos, in Asia Minor, numbered among the 
nine wonders of the world. 

What magnificent ideas the Romans, under 
Marcellus, must have formed of Syracusan archi- 
tecture ! How they must have stared at this 
Brobdignagian altar, so much bigger than any- 
thing at Rome, or even in Greece ! (The Ara of 
Olympia was but a square of eighty feet.) Did 
they attribute its vast size to the excessive piety 
of the Syracusans ? Or were they informed that 
it was a tardy record of national gratitude to 
Jupiter for escape from the tyranny of Gelon's 
weak brother, the tyrant Thrasybulus ? 

Close by, I find myself in full Roman antiquity, 
before the amphitheatre or circus, one of the only 
imperial monuments left in Syracuse. 

This also is built of limestone, mostly excavated 
from the solid rock, and dates from about the 
Christian era, when Augustus established a Roman 
colony at Syracuse. At all events, it did not exist 
when Cicero was Quaestor. 

We know that Rome had no theatre of stone 
before the reign of Augustus. Is it likely, there- 
fore, that a captive city, however famous in its 
day, should possess one before the capital ? 

The change of representation, too, from the 
theatre to the games of the circus, is all Roman ; a 
proof of the submission ot ^.\veN^?c^QJo^^^^^"v^^^- 
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As long as they were a free people, the refined 
and humanely-tempered Hellenes abhorred all san- 
. guinary shows, hideous images, and suggestions of 
suffering and death ; nor could their Roman con- 
querors ever instil into their minds any sympathy 
with their own love for barbarous exhibitions. 

How closely they meet upon the same hill- side 
— the Roman and the Greek — the theatre and the 
circus ; yet what divergence of taste and habit 
these two monuments display ! 

The Roman, fierce, aggressive, formidable, 
thirsting for war, carnage, and conquest ; the 
Greek, refined, idle, voluptuous, ready enough 
to fight when forced by tyrants to do so, but 
accepting war as an accident in a life of aesthetic 
ease. 

Then from the people pass to the position of 
the two monuments. 

On the same hill-side in Neapolis, and with the 
same outlook as the Grecian theatre, the Roman 
circus, carefully sunk below the level of the ground, 
is as striking for the want of any prospect as is 
the other for its glorious view. 

Doubtless, the debris of the excavation piles up 
the ground in front ; but the amphitheatre must 
always have lain in a hollow. 

In no Roman theatre or circus, except such as 
are raised on Grecian lines, as at Taormina, is 
there apparent any of that abstract love of the 
beautiful in nature which led the Greeks to choose 
the finest sites — that epicurean instinct to absorb, 
as it were, at the same moment, all that nature 
and art could offer to enthral the sense. 

The pleasure-loving Greek would have his 

theatre, like his temple — spacious, airy, elegant, 

jMmg up, if possible, between earth and sky, on 

^^Hb gay, breezy rock, on a mighty sea terrace — 

^Ke verge of a vast opeii plain, or, asjihere. 
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nestling on the slope of some smiling eminence, 
open to land and sea. 

How unlike the Roman ! He came to his 
games to fire his soul with blood, to revel in 
slaughter, and to give the signal of death ! 
Closed in with solid walls, there was nothing to 
distract his eye from the carnage going on in the 
arena. He could identify himself with it. 

Not only the site chosen, but the architecture is 
equally opposed to the grace and symmetry natural 
to the Greek. 

Man writes his mind on his works. Monuments 
are but the record of the masses, to be accepted 
as proofs of a nation's qualities, as much as history 
of its deeds. 

This particular amphitheatre at Syracuse pos- 
sesses no special charm either of history or of art. 

It is of elliptic form, under the level of the soil, 
and, in itself, neither imposing nor pleasing. 

Though larger than the amphitheatres of Verona 
and Puzzuoli, it is much less perfect. There are 
the remains of eight gates : some for the audience, 
others for the gladiators and for the wild beasts. 

In the centre, I see traces of large stone cisterns, 
or fountains, communicating with the same aque- 
duct which gushes out so gracefully from the 
Nymphaeum, and trickles over the stone benches 
of the theatre — the same aqueduct cut by the 
Athenians on Epipolce, used for turning the arena 
into a naumachia for sea-fights and water pageants. 

There are no subterranean chambers, I am told, 
under the amphitheatre, jso that the wild beasts 
must have been kept in vivaria. 

Between the ara close by and the circus in 
Neapolis, the Humanitarians would have had 
ample scope for reform ; only that the Greek 
offered holocausts to his gods, and the Romans 
but gratified a gross appetite for bloodshed. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Achradina — ^The Crypt of San Marziano — The Catacombs— 
The Saracenic Siege — End of Day in Syracuse. 

T two o'clock I am down the hill 
again ujwn the shore of Achradina, 
under the same avenue of ragged 
mulberries — the only trees, I beheve, 
in modem S\Tacuse — bordering the 
" village green " (and they are dwarfed, 
maimed, and deformed), which I passed on m^'^ 
wa}' to Epipoloe. 

To the outward eye, this strip of sun-dried 
beach presents nothing but mediaeval churches, 
utterly out of sympath}' with Pagan Syracuse. 

The ancient walls, especiall}- the old sea-wall 
leading to the Sea Gate near Cape San Panagia, 
behind the Capuchin Covent, far more ancient 
than those of Dionj^sius, must be laboriously 
sought for among the waUed-up fruit gardens 
which cover the site. 

The oldest part of this outer city is undoubtedly 
Achradina, which follows on to the shore and 
l)each of Tyche, on the reverse or seaward side 
of the Epipoloe hill, by which we mounted to 
Euryalus. 

The overflowing of the city from the island 
took place, it is thought, in the time of Gelon, 
B.C. 500. (I have said this before, but let that 
pass.) 

Bit by bit, the wild pear trees of the primitive 

downs disappeared to make way for buildings; 

this part of Achradina, Dennis says, ** being at 

^^g^ rather a site for national monuments than for 

^^^meowmon purposes of life." Houses came later. 
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as the population rapidly increased ; and Tyche, 
Temenitis (with temples), and Neapolis (with its 
theatre) were added on as city quarters. 

Such was the process of formation in Outer 
Syracuse. 

The three Norman churches, San Giovanni, 
Santa Maria di Gesii, and Santa Lucia, almost in 
a line beneath the undulations of the hill, are all 
pretty much alike. About a quarter of a mile off 
flaunts the staring, yellow face of the Capuchin 
Convent at Cape Panagia, looking out, over 
massed-up rocks, towards the sea. 

How Pagan Syracuse became Christian is not 
my business to explain. St. Paul is said to have 
found a Christian community established here. 

San Martino was the first bishop, and, what 
meant the same in those days of imperial perse- 
cution, the first martyr. Agatha of Catania and 
Lucia of Syracuse suffered a.d. 251 and 304. 

A very green, mouldy old church is San Gio- 
vanni, jammed into a shady corner among walls, 
heaps of stone, and prickly-pear hedges. A bell 
and a cross surmount the front. There are three 
round arches below, fringed with weeds, and a 
sculptured doorway, with twisted marble columns. 

Opposite is a little osteria, with the announce- 
ment : ** Qui si vende vino di Siracusa,'* 

A girl picking another's hair is seated on a stone 
bench under a vine pergola, while a monk — our 
cicerone that is to be — looks on complacently. 

A most tumble-down old edifice, with nothing 
inside it but a brass eagle and a poor fresco — 
altogether, but the vestibule, or ante-room, to the 
most ancient crypt of San Marziano below — 
reached by a dismal stair. 

This crypt, which takes the form of a Greek 
cross, is supported by low, massive pillars. Be- 
hind one of these the monk points out •* The. 
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Episcopal Seat." In another corner is a broken 
column, upon which San Marziano was executed, 
he informs me ; and a rude stone altar, where 
St, Paul said Mass ! 

It is historical that St. Paul touched at Syra- 
cuse on his way to Rome. But this is not enough. 
You are asked to believe that he was accompanied 
by SS. Peter, Mark, and Luke ; and that St. Mark 
also suffered martyrdom here. 

Unfortunately, another legend claims St. Mark 
for Alexandria. However, you had better not 
mention this to the monks at Syracuse, if you 
wish to preserve a whole skin. 

Up again, out of the crypt, quite staggered by 
Christian traditions ; and down again, once more, 
under a low arch and another flight of steps, into 
the catacombs, said to be eight miles in extent, 
if, indeed, as some affirm, they do not reach to 
Catania ! 

(Much faith is required in this part of my day's 
work.) 

A ray of sunlight — for these catacombs are by 
no means sunk deep into the earth — shoots down 
upon these walls of death, and displays rows of 
yawning sepulchres, hewn in the rock ; not in 
stages or layers, as in Rome, but in horizontal 
lines, as in the Street of Tombs. 

Here whole generations lie on their last beds, 
side by side, taking their rest together. Some in 
carved sarcophagi, stolen, probably from the 
Greeks ; others in rows of simple rock-pits ; and 
there are small loculi cut in between, like after- 
thoughts, for the bodies of infants and children. 

At intervals open out large, domed chambers, 
banqueting-halls for the dead, lighted by shafts, 
down which the sun pierces through screens of ivy 
and creepers. 

Nowhere have any bones been found. Are these 
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strange loculi, so unlike any other catacombs, to 
be attributed to the early or to the later Greeks, 
the Romans, or Christians ? 

Various and discordant are the opinions. 
' What interests me is that I stand here face to 
face with the Saracens, who, in a.d. 749, fortified 
themselves in these caverns. 

We have all the particulars of this siege in 
Amari, as related by a monk called Theodorus, 
belonging to the metropolitan church. 

And a most pitiful account does Theodorus 
give of that time, when a measure of wheat was 
sold for fifty byzantines of gold, the flesh of horses 
and donkeys weighed against silver, and even 
dead bodies were devoured with avidity. 

For nine months this dismal state of things 
continued. 

At last a breach was made in the ** Great 
Tower of Defence," and the Saracens entered 
Ortygia. 

Now this ** Tower of Defence," ** situated on 
the neck of land extending right-hand from the 
city," must have been no other than the site of 
what was Dionysius' Great Fortress of the Penta- 
pyla, now Charles V.'s gates, and portcullises, 
and bridges, always the weakest part of Ortygia, 
as being nearest to the mainland. 

For twenty days the ** Great Tower " was 
defended with the greatest constancy against 
overwhelming odds ; but at last the Saracens 
carri€d it by assault, and the entire garrison was 
put to the sword. 

** This," says Amari, with amor patria strong 
upon him, "was the end of Ancient Syracuse." 

The city of Gelon, Dionysius, and the Hieros, 
which Timoleon and Dion came from Greece to 
deliver, that Agathocles gloried in ruling, Mar- 
cellus wept over, and Cicero and Aug;oL?»l\3»s»'aAss^^^\ 

Fol, II 3 
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For two whole months the Saracens were occu- 
pied in beating down temples, statues, palaces, 
tombs, and monuments — everything that was 
Grecian, Hence the labyrinth of ruins that we see. 

With the catacombs and the churches ended 
" my day " in Outer Syracuse. 

I was back at the hotel by three o'clock. Both 

the Doctor and S were anxiously expecting 

me. They are like all other strangers, and insist 
that Syracuse and every other town swarms with 
brigands I 



CrfXPTER IV. 

History of Ortygia — Gelon of Gela — Dionysius fortifies 
Ortygia— Bom to be Born — Uncle Dion turned Enemy 
— The Fruit of Plato's Teaching— The Deliverers — 
TimoleoD in Syracuse— The Battle of Crimissus— 
Hiero II,— The Last Tyrant of Syracuse. 

f OWHERE was Syracuse so various 
as in "the Island." Here the strange 
phases of her emotional city-life in- 
tensify themselves into episodes of 
fiercest passion — passion, indeed, 
without patriotism, for every element 
of change and disunion was there : ambitious and 
selfish citizens ; a fickle, time-serving Demus; and 
leaders too often beneath the dignity of the Greek 
name. 

At once slavish and turbulent, the Syracusan 
'Greeks could only be dominated by the strong 
rule of autocrats or tyrants. 

Of these tyrants, the first was Gelon of Gela, 
485, whose form hovers like a shadow over the 
;ent glories of Syracuse. He it was who first 
' it to such an overwhelming superiority over 
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the other Grecian colonies, broke up the oligarchy 
of the Gamori, or primitive landowners, and, by his 
sagacious scheme of government, united the many 
discordant elements into a strong whole. 

Gelon, too, it was who beat back those new 
invaders, the Carthaginians, in the decisive vic- 
tory at Himera, and slaughtered one hundred and 
fifty thousand prisoners in cold blood ! 

The extent of his power is also indicated by the 
fact that the Lacedemonians and Athenians sent 
an embassy — though to no purpose — to beg his 
aid against the common enemy, Persia. 

Gelon was no lover of art, like his brother 
Hiero, but Hiero was never so popular. 

As for a third brother, the unworthy Thrasy- 
bulus, his oppressive rule lasted but a year. 

Then came Dionysius the Elder, whose acquaint- 
ance we have already made — a name associated 
with the grandest phase of Syracusan history. 

Of obscure birth, he is first heard of as a soldier 
in the siege of Agrigentum by the Carthaginians. 
Then, by skilful intriguing and adroit flattery of 
the Demus, he creeps on to a dictatorship, and, at 
the age of twenty- five, becomes Strategus. 

Now it is that Dionysius decides to fortify Syra- 
cuse by sea and land. Ortygia — the core of the 
city, the seat^'of his power — he surrounds with 
strong walls, builds a citadel (the Pentapyla), with 
walls and towers, looking towards the mainland ; 
erects the famous sun-dial, circled by vast pillared 
porticoes for repose or exercise ; bazaars, markets, 
prisons, a palace with hanging gardens, a mint, 
magazine for arms, docks, arsenals. 

The most skilled artisans flock to Syracuse: 
workers in brass and bronze, silver and copper ; 
armourers, potters, masons, architects, and ship- 
builders. Dionysius accepts them all. 

Always fighting, always in the fronts al^-^^ 

a* 
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ready to put his hand to anything, to run all 
desperate hazards, Dionysius grew old in harness. 
His years may be counted by his battles. 

An oracle declared that ** he was to die after a 
victory over those superior to himself." 

He read the prophecy as of Carthage. 

Not at all ; it applied to himself. His death 
followed upon the acting of his play at Athens. 
How he died is doubtful. 

Now, from the palace in Ortygia, where he had 
been shut up during the lifetime of his father with 
women and slaves, Dionysius the Younger comes 
forth to reign. 

Naturally easy- tempered and jovial, he is ruled 
by the favourite of the hour. Sometimes it is the 
courtiers who get the upper hand, and let no sober 
person approach him ; then it is Plato, who turns 
the palace into an academy; or Uncle Dion, 
laying down an ideal law of liberty impossible to 
carry out. 

Nothing, it seemed, could change the king's 
love for Plato. Like a wild beast, Plato had 
tamed and softened him ; and, with a beast's 
affection, the Younger clung to him. Not till 
Plato, after alternating between Athens and 
Syracuse, had now visited his royal pupil for 
the third time, did the Younger at last weary 
of him, and despatch him finally into Greece, 
under plea of having discovered a conspiracy 
against his life. 

** 1 suppose," says the Younger, as he takes leave 
of Plato on the beach of the Great Harbour, ** I 
suppose, when you return to Athens, my sins will 
often be the subject of your conversation at the 
Academy?" 

** I hope not," was Plato's disdainful answer ; 
* we must indeed be in want of a subject to be 
^^ven to talk of }^ou" 
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Plato gone, the scene quickly changes. The 
Younger is often drunk for months together. 

We see him once shut up in the Pentapyla, 
offering terms to banished Dion, whom the people 
have recalled. 

Then comes Timoleon the Deliverer; and the 
Younger, after reigning twenty years, finally 
collapses, and retires to Corinth as a private man. 

" What did you gain," he was once afterwards 
asked by Philip of Macedon, ** by giving up so 
much of your time to Plato ? " 

" I learned to bear misfortune," is the melan 
choly answer. 

And now those awful forms pass before us— 
the Deliverers, Dion and Timoleon. 

Dion is spoken of as " a physician worse than 
the disease." 

A man sincere of purpose, severe and unbending 
towards himself, he was possessed with the notion 
of reforming the Syracusans, as Plato had been of 
reforming the tyrants ; and, like Plato, he failed. 

And so, although all the Syracusans flocked out 
to meet him, and scattered flowers on his path, on 
the day when ** the Younger" was shut up prisoner 
in Ortygia, they soon tired of him in their fickle- 
ness ; so he left the ungrateful city to its fate. 

Yet again they call him, and again Dion comes, 
with infinite magnanimity and a patience worthy 
of his master, Plato. 

But it is still the same story. He will remit 
nothing of his severity ; no, not even though Plato 
writes to him from Athens entreating him ** to be 
less austere." 

And so at last came the inevitable plot, and as 
inevitable death at the hands of assassins. 

When Timoleon came from Corinth to deliver 
Sicily from tyrants, the city of cities had become 
a howling wilderness. So maiv.^ oi\.\v^*\\^^^'^s>^s. 
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had fallen in the civil wars between "the Younger" 
and Dion, and so many had fled, that in Ortygia 
" a crop of grass was growing in the great square 
before Minerva's temple, high enough to pasture 
horses ; and in the outer city, deer and wild boars 
roamed up and down at will among the ruins." 

A crop of grass, indeed ; but what a crop of 
tyrants ! Tyrants everywhere ! The wretch Icetas 
at Leontini ; Andromachus, at Taormina ; Hippo, 
at Messina ; Mamercus, at Catania ; Leptines, at 
ApoUonia, on the north coast, now modern Cefalu ; 
and, worse than all, a Carthaginian fleet flaunting, 
with black-sailed, brazen-prowed galleys, up and 
down the Syracusan waters, with Icetas encamped 
in Achradina. 

How Timoleon defeats Icetas, and evades the 
Carthaginians, till the moment when, advancing 
on Syracuse, he finds the Great Harbour empty, 
were too long to tell. 

After that exhibition of iconoclastic zeal against 
the statues of defunct tyrants which I have spoken 
of, Timoleon set forth on his Quixotic expedition 
to knock off the heads of living ones. 

It is a long road by the plain to the north-west, 
towards Panormus (Palermo), Ragusa, Noto, and 
the shore. The river Crimissus, where the Cartha- 
ginians lie encamped, falls into the sea not far 
from Alcamo, a modern town upon a hill, still 
looking down over the ancient battle-field, with 
many a Moorish tower and Norman fa9ade within 
its walls. 

The season is summer ; the time, break of day ; 
the weather, hot and sultry, with clouds and 
brooding storms. 

From the deep valley, dotted with palms and 

cistus, and delicate openings to the sea through 

lines of parting hills, where, deep beneath, the 

Crimissus tosses over its rocky bed, ^ t\\i.ck mist 
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rises. Nothing can be seen of the barbarian camp 
below ; only the inarticulate noise and hum as of 
a vast multitude come swelling up the glen. 

We who have been there know what Sicilian 
river-beds are — a tangle of oleanders, wild myrtle, 
tamarisk and acacia, with here and there a cypress, 
overshadowing a deep solemn stream. 

As the sun rises over the hills, the vapours 
expand and spread, the mists lift themselves. 

Now it is the Syracusans who are veiled, while 
all below in the river-gorge is clear. 

The Carthaginians, led by Hasdrubal and Han- 
nibal in person, are at the ford, in the very act of 
crossing. There are the great Tunisian horses, 
without manes and ears, shaved to the skin, with 
silver horns on their foreheads, rhinoceros - like, 
bearing the Carthaginian chiefs, robed in black 
stuffs, fastened over their armour with clasps of 
gold, and necklaces and earrings of coloured 
stones — followed by tame panthers and fierce dogs 
of the desert, leashed .together ; elephants with 
painted ears, caparisoned in bronze, worked into 
fine scales, with brass towers on their backs, 
within each three sable archers, ready with their 
bows ; baggage piled upon dromedaries ; the sick 
and wounded lashed upon mules ; war - chariots 
drawn by camels ; chariots covered with brass, 
and shining scythe-blades at the wheels to sweep 
the enemies' ranks, grating upon the rocks ; war- 
engines and catapults borne by elephants, plough- 
ing through the deep stream ; shields, inlaid with 
jewels, catching the morning sun ; pikes, battle- 
axes, and spears ; a casque of bronze, or a brass 
bracelet burning in the light ; troops of light- 
riding Libyans, swarthy Numidian horse, fleet with 
lance and dart ; tight-set Iberians ; and behind, 
marching heavily downward, to the sound of 
trumpets, cymbals, flutes, tym^^xvMTa^ -axA $iXN«s>>s», 
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seventy thousand men, resplendent in white buck- 
lers — the pick of Hasdrubars army. 

As Timoleon gives the word, the trumpets sound, 
and the twelve thousand Greeks charge after him. 

The veteran Carthaginians, armed with breast- 
plates of iron and bronze, repel the first attack, 
unexpected as it is. But when Greek and Bar- 
barian stand shoulder to shoulder on the river's 
edge, and, instead of pikes, battle-axes and javelins, 
short swords and scimitars are drawn, and art as 
well as strength is needed, the heavy-armed Car- 
thaginians waver. 

At this moment a sudden darkness overspreads 
the earth; long forks of lightning sweep across 
the downs, and awful thunder echoes in the gorge. 

The storm, pent up since morning, is at the 
back of the Greeks, but full in the face of the 
Carthaginians ; torrents of rain swell Crimissus 
into a flood ; the wind howls in the crannies of 
the rocks; deafening hail beats into their eyes, 
and clatters upon their metal armour ; horses 
neigh, camels groan, elephants raise their un- 
earthly shriek ; massive chariot-wheels sink in the 
deep soil ; mules and dromedaries flounder, and 
heavily-armed soldiers lose their footing. 

Where they fall they lie. The folds of their 
tunics fill with water ; the red soil clings to their 
feet. 

If the Carthaginians are unwieldy and heavily- 
armed, the Greeks, light-footed and ready-handed, 
slaughter them with ease upon the slippery ground. 

Four hundred riders in the first rank are in- 
stantly cut down ; thousands are trampled upon 
the slimy banks; others fall back into the river,' 
and are carried off" by the swollen current ; but 
the mass of the great army flies over the rise, and 
is pursued and overtaken by the Syracusan horse. 
Numbers cannot be counted in such a rout ; but 
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when the storm ceases, and the sun shines out 
again upon the gorge of the Crimissus, the very 
earth is knee-deep with the bodies of the slain. 
And such spoil ! 

The tent of Timoleon is piled with glittering 
treasures. Besides the jewelled breast-plates, cas- 
ques, shields, golden armlets, earrings, bangles, 
and sandles, there are drinking - cups, sparkling 
with uncut gems, carvings in ivory, plates of 
worked bronze, bucklers of graven brass, lances, 
darts, spears, embroidered silks for tents, purple 
canopies ; red, green, and golden embroideries. 

The lowest Dorian hoplite despises the brass 
and the bronze — only the gold and silver and 
jewels are worth the trouble of gathering. 

For three whole days the Syracusans were 
engaged stripping the dead. 

When Timoleon returned to Syracuse, his work 
was done. Not only had he broken the Cartha- 
ginian power and restored peace, but all Sicily 
was free. 

So I leave Timoleon, to be interred in due time 
and with due honours at the Timoleonteium. 

Agathocles, the potter's son, was the next ruler. 

Hiero II., who followed him, rose from a simple 
soldier to be general and then king, winning his 
spurs in the Sicilian wars of Pyrrhus. 

A great and enlightened ruler Hiero, whose 
laws, known as the Leges Hieronimcs, were observed 
all over Sicily, and, as by-laws, respected even 
by the Romans. Magnificent in his tastes, he 
built another great palace in Ortygia, in place of 
the one demolished by Timoleon. He was also 
the cousin and patron of Archimedes, who en- 
couraged him to build that monstrous galley called 
the SyracusaUy with twenty banks of oars from stem 
to stern ; chambers encrusted with ivory and pre- 
cious stones; mosaic floors of jasper^ to^^i-^ •jcssSi. 
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porphyry, representing scenes from the Iliad and 
the Odysuy; b, g^Tnnasium, baths, libraries, an 
arsenal, fish-ponds, dancing-halls, and an academy 
for philosophy. Altogether, a galley so enormous, 
that the sea, it is said, ** bore it ^-ith astonishment." 
Even the Great Harbour could not float it, and it 
was finally disposed of in Egypt as a present to 
King Ptolemy. 

By the wise policy of Hiero, S>Tacuse " looked 
on ^ unharmed at the mighty contest between 
Rome and Carthage, declaring itself as a spec- 
tator only — for the former. 

So Hiero dies, at the ripe age of ninety, urging 
his grandson and successor, Hieron)rmus, with 
his dying breath, "to keep true to the Roman 
alliance." 

But the new king, a boy of fifteen, knew so 
much better than his grandsire, that he at once 
became the ally of Carthage. 

Alas for Syracuse! within fifteen months Mar- 
cellus was besieging it, and Hieronymus lay dead, 
assassinated in the streets of Leontini. 

As Gclon of Gela was the first, Hieronymus 
was the last tyrant of Syracuse; a leap as from 
Augustus to Augustulus ! 

After him the city of cities sank into a pro- 
vincial capital. 

In this slight outline I have endeavoured to 
sketch the history of Ortygia. 



^ 
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CHAPTER V. 

lively Sea Walk — Pier and Custom House — Arelhusa's 
Fountain — A " Miasm ic Ditch" — Proserpine's Veil — 
The Nymph Cyane — The Olympeium — The Necropolis 
at Polichne— Gelons Tomb. 

JELOW the Sun Hotel lies the Great 
Harbour, a blue world, wonderfully 
calm and beautiful ! Blue sky ! Blue 
sea ! Golden blue hghts resting on 
the lines of shore, the castle point of 
Maniace, and the promontory of Plem- 
myrium just fringed with wild olives — brownish- 
blue on reedy Anapus and the plain, whitish-blue 
on the heights of Neapolis and Tyche, and palely, 
delicately blue in the mists of the far distance. 

Along the harbour stretches a charming sea- 
walk, called "the Marina," where marble seats, 
avenues of pepper-trees with leaves trembling in 
the breeze, oleanders shedding their last pink 
blossoms, and glorious date-palms expanding their 
yellow-fruited heart-cones to the sun. 

Behind, a high, sheltering wall or rampart, one 
mass of passiaflora, jassamine, and exotic creepers, 
shuts all in. Upon the summit range themselves 
the gayest and prettiest houses in Syracuse ! 

All this is so different from the ugliness of the 
town. I stand amazed. 
"Can this have been thesite of Dionysius's famous 

gardens ? " I ask S , who is with me. " And has 

it p('rsisttd in keeping itself beautiful ever since ? " 

S cannot enlighten me. There is no one 

else to ask. An old fisherman is sitting astride 
on one of the marble benches, mending his net, 
and an officer is spurring a le^ii^eA ■^QN3Xi^\iK.t^Ri 
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into a wild gallop up and down. I do not count 
the b^gars, who even here charge at me out of 
remote comers, like modem catapults. 

It is a lonely solitude. No one ever comes here, 
even on festa days. 

Among the bones of dead and buried Syracuse, 
sunshine and sea breeze, the perfume of flowers 
and the shade of scented groves, are inappropriate. 

Alas ! how are the mighty fallen 1 

The Great Harbour opens before me, where two 
Athenian fleets went down in blood. 

Now Mr. Bibby's smart new yacht, with sails 
as white as snow, rides triumphantly at anchor, 
and happy mortals may espy the two Miss B.'s, 
attired in brilliant blue costumes, leaning over the 
side, engaged in fishing. (I have, I think, said 
that the Great Harbour is five miles round, with 
all the appearance of an inland lake.) 

A shabby steamer from Malta, with a tubby 
keel, promising little for the comfort of passengers 
during the ten hours of boisterous passage, is 
getting up steam, and countless brown-sailed 
fishing-boats are tacking about the quiet waters 
from shore to shore. 

The little pier-head is darkened by a coal-barge 
unloading. Among the black dust lie, quite un- 
cared for, heaps of lemons, oranges, prickly-pears, 
green almonds, and yellow cakes of sulphur. 

Some olive-skinned street-boys, with a pretence 
of clothes, are in the act of helping themselves to 
the oranges. One urchin, evidently an economist 
by nature, is not eating, like the rest, but silently 
stuffing his pockets for future use. 

No one interferes. A group of sailors, seated 

on a low wall, smoke and listen, more or less 

drowsily, to an "anziano" (ancient man) reciting 

Tasso in a falsetto voice, his quivering old hands 

beating a kind of measure. 
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To the right, in a curve of the shore, there is 
another pier — a degraded one, for fishermen only. 
The smoke from the railway station just behind, 
in Neapolis, settles over it, and behind there are 
warehouses and a tall chimney, also puffing. 

It is here that the ** Brook of the Washer- 
women " falls into the Great Harbour, marking 
the southern limit of the last camp of the Athe- 
nians. 

'' Why is it, as Doctor P says, that, in 

the midst of so many great wars, I am always 
thinking of the Athenians ? " 

I put this question to S , who has had a bad 

night, and has come down to take a '^sun-bath,'' as 
he says. " I think it is," he answers, "because, 
as Freeman puts it, the tale is told by Thucydides 
in the finest prose poem in the world. Carthage 
fought for many centuries, not only at Syracuse, 
but all over Sicily and along the coasts of Italy, 
more bravely and much more desperately than the 
Athenians during that really small siege of one 
Greek state against another. But Carthage had 
nobody but slipshod old Diodorus to record her 
valiant deeds, and who cares to read Diodorus ? " 

We pass the Dogana — a stone building, with 
many doors — in and out of which the doganieri, in 
a blue kind of uniform, pass, with a feeble effort at 
having something to do. A flight of marble steps 
leads to a marble landing-stage, and a marble 
pillar holds the rope of a freshly-painted six-oared 
barge, abandoned apparently by all mankind. 

This is life at Syracuse. 

Around the Dogana, a small grove of Judas 
trees and pomegranates, so beautiful in the far 
south, shade the limits of a stiff, box-bordered 
garden. Beyond, a huge mass of rock, or wall, 
or both, descends from the ramparts to the shore, 
and ends the Marina. 
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Into this rock we plunge, through a long, 
cavernous passage, to emerge in a blaze of sun at 
the Fountain of Arethusa. Ye gods and goddesses, 
was ever anything so hideous ! 

The Fountain of Arethusa is a semicircular bear- 
pit, lined with fresh masonry, very high on one 
side, towards the town, and very low on the other, 
towards the sea ; guarded by a neat balustrade, 
where a custodian stands, rattling his keys, in- 
viting us to descend upon a pavement, reached by 
steps, through a cast-iron gate. 

Such is Arethusa ! 

Cicero calls the Fountain " sweet water." Truly 
it is very clear and very deep (twenty feet), and 
exquisitely pellucid ; as beautiful water as heart 
can desire, if let alone ; but having been meddled 
with, the salt brine has been let in, and it has 
grown brackish. 

The spring gurgles out of an archway in the 
high portion of the wall, by four openings — just 
as Strabo described it, so long ago ; and it is so 
abundant that it overleaps the verge, and ripples 
forward in tiny wavelets to our feet. 

Tufts of graceful papyrus wave over the surface, 
the long reeds shooting boldly up from below, and 
dragonflies and butterflies flit among the spikes. 
The sacred fish, not to be eaten even in the ex- 
tremity of famine, are gone ; gone, too, the splen- 
dours of Diana's Grove, where, under the shade 
of ilex, cypress, and laurel, the statue of the 
goddess — adored by pagan maidens and wives, 
who invoked her as Catholics do the Virgin — 
mirrored itself in the fountain. 

Meanwhile, as S says, " we will thankfully 

accept that solitary carobia ; " and he points to a 
wide-spreading tree, clothing an angle of the wall. 
" Even one tree is precious in such a chaos of 
stone i '* 
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A solid bastion divides the Fountain from the 
Great Harbour. Standing where we are, we 
cannot even see the harbour — as much shut out 
as if it were an enemy. 

Cicero speaks of **^ wall;''' but who built these 
special walls I do not care to inquire. The 
Spaniards, I believe. 

S , in a low wail, consigns them and their 

work to everlasting perdition ! 

** Alas ! this is Arethusa !" he continues, casting 

a rueful glance around ; ** Diana's friend and 

Shelley's heroine ! Arethusa, who, beautiful as 

day, 

■^ '"arose 

From her couch of snows 

In the Acroceraunian mountains.' 

" Shelley has done all that the refinement of 
poetry can do to idealize her, and the Syracusan 
municipality have certainly banished the washer- 
woman ; but she is hopelessly vulgarized, all the 
same." 

** Surely she need not have fled here from Greece 
to be condemned to such a hole ! " 

*' Beautiful Arethusa ! " continues S , sighing, 

**with her rainbow, and 'footsteps paved with 
green,' who has been running, running from 
Alpheus ever since history began — to be so caught 
at last ! Why, this is worse than Cyane buried in 
her pool, and Acis and Galatea parting lava-beds. 
The Ionian Sea cannot even look at her now ; 
and as to Diana — well, Diana is turned into Santa 
Lucia in our time ; and Santa Lucia certainly 
does not care for Arethusa 1 " 

Facing me, on the opposite shore, a small stream 
passes under the staring white arch of a common- 
place bridge (San Guiseppe), and disappears into 
the harbour. This is the far-famed Anapus. 

Poor Cyane ! She lives a long way ofF^ amotx.^ 



32 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

the water meadows. The banks of the Anapus, 
by which she is reached, are, I regret to say, 
very muddy, and, on a hot day, not pleasantly 
odoriferous. The Doctor, indeed, calls the 
Anapus " a miasmic ditch, foul enough to poison 
a generation." 

Anapus (modern Anapo) is clothed by a rank 
growth of papyrus, arundo dorax, acanthus, and 
water-lilies. This sounds beautiful on paper, but 
in reality means slimy banks of water-reeds, fouled 
and trodden down by droves of lean red oxen, 
with round menacing eyes, which rush down to 
stare and stamp at the stranger, helplessly 
seated in a flat punt, towed through many weary 
windings. 

If Proserpine dropped her veil now on the banks 
of Anapo, heaven knows in what a condition poor 
Mother Demeter would find it ! 

The nymph Cyane is hid in a beautiful pool 
dedicated to Proserpine — ** a dark blue water," as 
the poet sings. 

Here PJuto dashed in, driving his fiery chariot 
across the plain from Enna, with ** white-armed 
Proserpine " by his side. It was the sight of 
Proserpine by Pluto's side which broke poor 
jealous Cyane's heart. Her bubbling tears have 
never ceased to flow. 

Standing on the brink of Cyane's pool, I see, a 
little to the left, a gentle rise among the Indian 
corn fields and meadows ; so gentle, indeed, that, 
looking across from the Great Harbour, it might 
escape the eye altogether, in such a world of flats 
and cloud- shadows. 

A great temple crowned this rise, dedicated to 
Zeus Urios — Lord of the Winds, which indeed 
meet here from every quarter — not to be con- 
founded with the Temple of Jupiter Olympus, on 
the beach of Achradina. 
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This ancient shrine of the Olympeium — raised 
by the Gamori, in the dawn of time, and vast and 
solid as is the Doric temple of Minerva, still left 
to us in Ortygia — was approached by broad flights 
of steps, cut in the green platform, and surrounded 
by dark woods of planes and laurel. In the 
shadows stood altars to rustic gods — Hermes and 
Terminus, Sylvanus and Faunus — and shrines to 
good old Pan. 

The four sides were adorned with pillars, 
drummed and fluted in the native fashion ; and 
on the pediments stood statues of the gods, 
coarsely sculptured, it is true — as were the me- 
topes within the peristyle — but venerable from 
their antiquity. 

A massive cornice caught the morning sun, and 
the flat roof glistened wijdi metal tiles. The statue 
of Jupiter sat in the cella, clad in that mystic 
robe ^ of many colours, woven for him by his 
daughters, the maiden goddesses, Diana, Pallas, 
Proserpine, from Siculian flowers. 

Hippocrates of Gela, coming to besiege Syra- 
cuse, pitched his camp on the rise of the Olym- 
peium ; but Gelon, himself a Hierophant, and 
more pious, dedicated to the god his Carthaginian 
spoils taken at Himera, in the form of a golden 
mantle. 

** Gold ! " cries that arch-cynic, Dionysius, a 
century later, when tyrant in his turn, ** Who ever 
heard of gold for immortals ! Why, I have just 
cut off" the golden beard of Apollo ! His father 
iEsculapius was content with hair. What does 
Zeus want with a golden mantle ? Too hot for 
summer, and too cold for winter. Strip it off! 
Give him a coat of wool ! " 

At TPolichne was the city Necropolis, close by 
on the open plain. Here a little town sprung up, 
connected with the great shtme., ^V^'t^ ^x\ss^.^ 

ro/. IT, 4 
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and servants lived; and chaplets and wreaths, 
flowers, offerings, and torches, were sold on 
wooden stalls to worshippers from the town. 

Being in the open country, the largest tombs, 
like that of Cecilia Metella outside Rome, were 
fortified, and used as defences against hostile 
armies. And it was here Gelon lay interred, at the 
Nine Towers, a castle of great strength belonging 
to his wife, Demareta, daughter of Theron of 
Acragas. 

On a certain day, five hundred years before 
Christ, a long pale line, as of a countless multi- 
tude, dim in the distance, wended its way along 
the- shore of the Great Harbour to PoHchne — a 
procession without pomp of music or show of 
statues, trophies, torches, or banners. 

To the Nine Tower^ it came, bearing the 
honoured corpse of Gelon. Over him the Demus 
raised a sumptuous monument, and decreed heroic 
honours. 

In due time, Demareta, his faithless wife, was 
laid beside him. He had so willed it, and Gelon's 
word was law. In her funeral pomp she wore 
upon her brow the golden crown given her by the 
Carthaginians in gratitude for her merciful inter- 
position at Himera. 

Now Polichne has disappeared ; Gelon's monu- 
ment is gone ; the fortress of the Nine Towers has 
vanished. Agathocles, who could not brook the 
greatness of Gelon, destroyed the tomb, which 
the Carthaginians had already sacked. 

Two mutilated shafts upon the rise of the 
Olympeium, the highest staggering earthwards, 
alone remain — all that is left of Jupiter's temple, 
Polichne, the fortress of the Nine Tower^, and 
Gelon's grave ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

sions— The Great Harbour— The Athenian Fleet—" Try 
them by Sea" — Syracuse Conquers — The Column at 
Nolo— At the Ford- The Lalomia del Paradiso— "Just 
as the Greeks saw it." 

HAVE described the Great Harbour 
as it is ; but I have said no word of 
its history. 

Now, how can I sit by it, day after 
day, and not evoke visions of the 
past? 

I will set down my thoughts as they came to 
me, musing idly, on my favourite seat — a marble 
bench under a palm — upon the Marina, the high 
rampart wall behind me one sheet of exotic 
creepers, scenting the air with aromatic perfume. 
I look south, towards Plemmyrium,' 
The ragged fringe-line of wild olives melts away, 
and three Grecian forts mark the sky-line. They 
are so placed as to command the harbour-mouth 
and the harbour. 

Behind, under the green rise of the Olympeium, 
the army of Athenian Nicias is encamped ; his 
fleet lies at anchor close at hand. 

The day is just breaking. In answer to the 
signal of Gylippus, who has said, "Try them by 
sea," half of the Syracusan fleet is foaming through 
the water of the Great Harbour, leaving the shelter 
of the city walls. 

The other half, by a preconcerted movement, 
rounds the southern wall of the city from the lesser 
port, and passes the rocky point on which stands 
the Temple of Juno. 
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The Athenians, imitating these tactics, also 
divide their galleys into two divisions. Forty 
triremes row to meet the Syracusans ; the rest 
remain to guard the beach of Plemmyrium and 
the camp. 

Gallantly the Athenians battle at the harbour*s 
mouth until they have beaten the Syracusan 
fleets. 

Then they proudly row back to their moorings, 
under the Temple of Hercules, and take up their 
old position. 

But if the Athenians have had the best of it by 
sea, by land Gylippus has clearly conquered. 

The three Athenian forts on Plemmyrium are 
his ; money, naval stores, provisions — all his. 

It is a great victory. Henceforth the harbour- 
mouth is closed against the Athenians. 

I look east. The Athenians are in their last 
camp on the marshy shore at the extreme end of 
the harbour, close upon Syracuse. 

Only a little brook divides them from the hill- 
side of Neapolis, where stand the statue of Apollo 
and his grove. 

The marsh of Lysimelia is behind ; the river 
Anapus to their left. 

The great plain is dried up ; hot mists lie on the 
low grounds ; the pear orchards in Achradina 
droop from the heat ; the very olives flag. 

It is autumn. Already the heavy, fever- stricken 
air has done its work. The dead are being carried 
outside the camp for burial in the marsh ; the 
dying lie about among the tents ; and those not 
stricken sit heavy and heart -sick, dreaming of 
their far-off" Attic homes, their wives and little 
ones at peace under the pink and purple tints of 
setting suns and pearly- dawning morns in native 
Attica I 
So close to the city are they, yet so far ! Why, 
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the Syracusans seem to stand before their very 
eyes I — white- robed matrons watching them from 
the ramparts ; Corinthian guards sharpening their 
swords on the walls ; the savage Sicani letting fly 
their arrows in jest. See! To-day the people 
are holding a market on the quays, to sell meat, 
fruit, and wine to the sailors. 

The flower-girls, fruit-sellers, and watermen are 
there, and singers shouting ribald songs in ridicule 
of Athens ! 

Every moment full boat-loads are coming in for 
provisions from the fleet, with just time for the 
sailors to snatch a hasty morsel and depart. It is 
a sickening sight ! 

There is but one thought in the Athenian camp 
— from Demosthenes, the brave sea-general, down 
to the lowest slave — and that thought is Flight ! 

Yet Nicias will not listen to Demosthenes and 
Eurymedon. He would rather face defeat than 
the indignation of the people at Athens. 

Still they urge him. Then the moon is eclipsed 
— a fresh excuse for delay. Nicias will not stir 
until three times three days after the eclipse, and 
when all due sacrifices have been offered to the 
gods. 

But Gylippus cares little for the moon. On the, 
third day he orders his troops on' board, and 
stands out in order of battle. 

So low have the Athenians fallen in public 
esteem, the very shop-lads and street-boys follow 
in fishing-boats and skiffs *' to see them beaten." 

One lad, Heraclides, rows in so near them that 
an Athenian galley touches his boat's prow. 
Heraclides will surely be taken, and a great ran- 
som asked 1 No ! Just in time. Uncle Pollichus, 
a sea-captain, bears down before the wind, charges 
in with ten Syracusan triremes, and rescues him ! 

Now comes the extreme mom.e\\l^ ^V^^^^v 'Csns. 
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Athenians mast conquer or diel Nicias makes 
his final appeaL He exhorts crews and captains ; 
he entreats them to remember that they have no 
reserves, no more triremes — that it is their last 
chance I '•*' Recall." he concliides. '* the past glories 
of Athens ; our honoured Penates and the temples 
of the gods ! '' 

Boldlv, too boldlv, does the Athenian fleet 
answer to his word ; the S\Tacusan ships close 
round them in a circle. 

Now do the Athenian galleys, built light for 
rapid motion through the water, and to answer 
readily to every change of helm, feel the want of 
good sea-room in the narrow hmits of the harbour. 
The Athenian tactics are : to avoid direct attack ; 
to retreat before receiving the shock of an enemy's 
prow ; then to return and strike, by driving their 
metal l>eaks into some weak part of the adversary's 
hull so rapidly that he cannot retaliate. In all. 
these manoeuvres the Athenians are great. 

But all this requires space. Here the very size 
of their fleet is an impediment to them. 

The Great Harbour is but five miles round, and 
half of it is taken up by the Syracusans ! The 
Athenians are so closely packed, they can neither 
advance nor retreat, tack nor stand to windward : 
one vessel drives up against another, and cannot 
get itself loose. As one captain boards the trireme 
of an enemy, he is himself grappled by a third. 

Such a multitude of vessels never fought in so 
small a space before ! 

The crash, the clamour, is overwhelming. The 
bowmen, slingers, and throwers hurl masses of 
stones, darts, and missiles ; the metal prows thunder 
against each other, be it friend or foe. It is all con- 
fusion. Skill is of no avail. The word of command 
is inaudible ; the officers cannot shout loud enough : 
if voices are only heard by a few about them. 
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** Let none escape ! Will you fly before those 
who are beaten ? For Dorian gods and altars ! " 
shout the Syracusans in reply, steering madly 
forward. 

The Athenian army, and those left in the camp, 
press down to the water's edge. With heart and 
soul each man fights with his fellows. They are 
all so near, so mixed up together, that in the clear 
southern air they can see each others' faces, hear 
each others' voices, mark the line of each familiar 
form, read the ships' names, and recognise the 
crews and the captains. 

** Victory ! victory!" shout the Athenian soldiers 
from the shore, as Demosthenes scores an advan- 
tage. '' Undone ! undone ! " is the lament when 
Menander is driven back by Python. 

Then, as the issue of the battle becomes doubt- 
ful, shrieks and groans arise from the beach — 
invocations to the gods, deadly curses of the 
Erinnys, execrations and prayers. Some stand 
paralysed ; others' bodies are contorted by terror ; 
limbs become rigid with suspense. There are a 
wringing of frenzied hands, and wild leaps into 
the air. 

Now it is clear the fortune of the day turns 
wholly for Syracuse. There is no doubt of it. 
Alas ! alas ! for the great armament ! The pick 
of the golden youth of Attica ! The faithful 
Siculian allies ! The brother Naxians, and Cata- 
nians and men of Leontini ! The honest Generals, 
rough-and-ready Demosthenes and courageous 
Menander ! 

The Athenians are in full retreat. Their triremes 
are driven straight upon the beach, their trans- 
ports and light boats drifting rudderless. 

Nearer and nearer they come, rising on the 
crest of the waves, the dead and dying cumbering 
the decks ; the flapping sails, the rowers' ^vco;^\.n^ 
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benches, the wounds of the living, the disabled 
vessels — all ghastly evidences of defeat. They 
come with the bloody wash of the tide, with the 
masses of floating corpses, with oars, rudders, 
figure-heads, and masts, flung upon the shallow 
shore. 

Syracusans pressing behind, friendly arms 
stretched out in front ! 

Such as are living leap 'to land. They rush, 
they fly to the shelter of the camp. 

The army opens its ranks to receive them — 
opens, but with groans, shrieks, and execrations. 

»•* ^* *'^ •'^ •'* *'* 

*i* n* n^ '1^ 'I-* -^* 

I shift the scene. I am four miles from Note, 
on a wooded height, not far from Cape Passaro. 
Around is an open, undulating country, broken 
by dwarf palms, carobia trees, acacias, and 
orchards. Near me is a flat, low-roofed house, 
where, at the door, a peasant guide awaits me. 

From this house — little better than a hovel, 
with a stable and some ruined outbuildings — a 
narrow footpath leads through the verdure of 
green cornfields to a gentle mound, on which 
stands a column of uncemented blocks of lime- 
stone. 

The column, raised on a solid base of steps, 
and tapering to a point, though broken in the 
middle, is still lofty. This is La Pizzuta, said to 
be the veritable trophy erected by the Syracu- 
sans after their final victory over the retreating 
Athenians. 

The Fiume di Noto, winding through a deep, 

rocky defile, runs below. In the Athenians' time 

it was not called Fiume di Noto, but the river 

Asinarus. Here the last struggle took place 

Ji?etween the Athenians and their pursuers. 

wMJt is on the eighth, some say the sixth, day of 
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their flight, that the Athenians, under Nicias, 
near the banks of the Asinarus. 

Demosthenes, involved in an inextricable laby- 
rinth of walls, has already surrendered within an 
enclosure known as ** the olive-ground of Poly- 
zelus." 

Nicias sends out a horseman to ascertain if this 
is true. Alas ! no horseman ever returns to tell 
him yes or no ! 

So weak are the Athenians, so overwhelmed by the 
agony of thirst, so worn out with perpetual watching 
and fighting, that they have come to wander on 
vaguely through brushwood and scrub, from hill- 
top to hill-top, with no thought but to find water. 

No sooner do they behold the stream than the 
whole army, as one man, rushes down to the edge ; 
the heavily-armed press on the front ranks, the 
horses on the hoplites, the hoplites on each other, 
and the Syracusan horsemen on all ! 

What matter enemies' lances and darts, flying 
javelins and arrows, if they can only drink! 
Drink — drink — for ever! 

In their haste to reach the bank, hundreds upon 
hundreds fall down and trample upon each other, 
piling up confused heaps upon the rocky edge. 

Those who are on the water's brink fling them- 
selves down full length, or cast themselves upon 
the shoulders of others. Swords are drawn, mor- 
tal blows exchanged, helmets seized for drinking- 
cups, cuirasses torn off for scoops, and out-stretched 
hands carrying the trickling water to the mouth 
seized on by those behind. 

Many, standing on the river bank, are so close 
together that they cannot slake their thirst at all ; 
others die, pierced by their own weapons whilst 
stooping down ; hundreds, entangled and helpless, 
fall into the stream, and are drifted away by the 
current. 
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Even those who can drink their fill — and they 
are but few — are so galled by darts and missiles of 
the Syracusans on the further banks of the river, 
that they die ; the Peloponnesian light horse, too, 
. plunge breast-high into the stream, and beat down 
the foremost ranks cruelly. The waters, shallow 
with the summer heats, soon run blood — blood 
and turbid foam. 

Only to drink ! 

At last the carcases of the dead fill up the 
river-bed, and no more water flows. 

It is now that Nicias surrenders himself to 
Gylippus. 

This takes place on the twenty-seventh day of 
the month Carneus, called by the Athenians 
Metagitnion. (The day was celebrated afterwards 
at Syracuse by a festival named the Asinaria.) 

It was decreed that the Athenian soldiers should 
be sold for slaves, and the freedmen imprisoned in 
the Latomiae. The two Generals, Nicias and 
Demosthenes, were condemned to die ; but not 
waiting for the sentence to be carried out, they 
fell by their own swords. 

Would it have consoled them to know that 
Euripides will write their epitaph ? 

Again the scene changes. I am in Latomia 
del Paradiso, behind the Capuchin Convent in 
Achradina. 

A smiling peasant girl opens a little wicket- 
gate, and I am straightway engulfed in flowering 
thickets of citron, nespole, daphne, bay, spirea, 
and 'oleander. 

At my feet spreads a carpet of scarlet geraniums, 
purple cyclamen, yellow oxalis, and the classic 
acanthus, with its boldly -veined leaves; there 
are fuchsias, flag-flowers, many-tinted peas, and 
showers of pale pink roses — all wild and dis- 
hevelled as Nature has placed them. 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 43 

Walls of white cliffs rise sheer" out of this 
exotic glen, sheeted and tapestried with ivy; so 
near together these walls, no sun can penetrate 
below. 

All is as in a delicious twilight, a subdued poetic 
day — in itself luminous. 

The smiling girl, singing to herself as she gaily 
dances along the path, pulls down snowy branches 
of orange and nespole as if they were brambles, 
scattering the white petals at my feet. 

The shrivelled leaves of the fruit trees are the 
only indications of the late season. In these ever- 
green groves there is little change from summer to 
winter. The cactus, variegated aloes, and prickly 
pear are of all time ; and these, spite of efforts to 
drive them out, are here also. 

On I pass in a great silence. The clouds fly 
overhead ; the birds are mute in the still air ; the 
insects do not hum ; the very air mounts to the 
brain in wafts of intoxicating perfume. 

Above, around, rise the limits of this narrow 
valley, white, inexorable, cut as with a knife 
straight down, no issue anywhere. 

Here, in this most lovely quarry, was enacted 
the last sad scene of the Athenian siege ! 

Seven thousand soldiers thrust down, after the 
surrender of Asinarus, as into a living tomb ; seven 
thousand men huddled together, with scarcely 
standing room, *' conscious," as says Thucydides, 
*' that they cannot possibly escape death." 

The heat, the glare, the chills of dawn, the 
dews of night, the change of season, thirst, 
starvation, wet, in that uncovered dungeon, cause 
a deadly mortality. 

Many die directly of their wounds ; others lan- 
guish slowly. The dead and the living are massed 
together in sickening heaps. The awful stench 
rises up to poison the outer air. 
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The SyraiiTisaiis. jc<ikt~.c icJim rrticz. above over 
the i^TaSsY ZLiTvCz:- zi:isr z^t-z leheiii is revolting 
a 5cezjc: i5 eveT "35715 enacted :zi t-iar z."T:an tragedy 

I TsrocifiS'. iiii ire Trild lacrcis break the blue 
skv-IizLe 13 rhe Icci^izg^. hopeLcss eves of the cap- 
trres as I ace h no^w? — CLLL::.:g.>rard and fierce, 
an fn^r~ay niz^^e zerveen reck az.c ck>ud ! 

Did the rriT^TT.^ caper, and ihe wild fig, and the 
ivy. breaking tne whireness ot ine morkfng cHfiEs, 
tempt the eying men ra scale the walls and fly ? 
Or has this Elysinm cc T;3~inre come oa only ^th 
the damp stillness c£ decay ? 

I wander ocu stnpid wirh w-C'cder. To this 
mocient ihe wh»:ie scene ccmes to me like a 
dream: ihe hot. breathless air: the dark caves, 
kiw mocthed and horrihie : the sen-motes ^L» fifing 
ck>wn npon a Leaf! a petaL cr drr nrT'^g the delicate 
lace'srork gc a rem : the bt.TTched cliafe taking 
fantastic shapts of pinnacles and rowers, or cut 
and Lacked as by Cyclopean chis<=^is into the sem- 
blance G£ a hnge trireme : a gigantic profile, a 
tomb, a coiling serpent, a moiistrccs lion ! 

— Jnst as the Greeks saw it 1 ~ I Kc^p repeating 
to myseif stupidly. *- Not a stone changed, not a 
line altered, since fexir cenniries betore Christ. 
And this scLbdned hght was just sc- : and so ^rere 
the cl*:-cids : only not the groves^ nor the fiowers ! " 

Still I walk on. bewildered- Xor do I well 
know whs'e I am. nndl the smilizg t-j^uj^^ closes 
the wicket-gate c-ehind me. and I find mvself 
again :i.poii the rcck\- stretch or sea-bo-nnd Achra- 
dina. in ztx: r^ ^lorv ci the sei 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Carthaginians in the Great Harbour — Himilcon — Where is 
Dionysius ? — The Pestilence — The Attack — The Harbour 
on Fire — Himilcon Disappears. 

NEW vision ! Instead of Athens, 
we have Carthage. 

Magon has just defeated Leptimes, 
the brother of Dionysius the Elder, in 
a naval engagement off Catania, and 
sails superbly into the Great Harbour. 
Two hundred and eight triremes and galleys 
follow him, and a close mass of rafts and trans- 
ports ; the line of shipping stretches across from 
the southernmost point of Ortygia to Plemmyrium. 
Spacious as is the vast basin, with its many 
rounding bays and creeks, there is not room 
enough for the play of the long oars and the 
drifting of the anchors. 

Nothing is to be seen from Syracuse but sheets 
of dark sails, and forests of black masts; a bur- 
nished background of gilded poops hung with 
Grecian spoils : pictures, crowns, vessels of gold 
and silver, goat-skins, statues, arms and armour ! 
The swarthy- skinned captains sit at the bows, 
richly clothed, and crowned with poplar-leaves ; 
others stand as if equipped for battle, round 
shields of bronze upon their arms, and head- 
coverings of pointed caps and casques. 

In the transports, stabled upon the decks, are 
the elephants, screeching at the smell of land ; 
the dromedaries, mules for baggage, and brazen 
chariots. 
The African rowers rise and fall witK t\\e.\xvj:i\Kss^ 
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of their oars from raised banks of benches ; their 
bodies, bare and oiled, hung with innumerable 
strings of coloured beads, shells, and charms. 

Thus they pass, hands upon oars, shoulders 
bent forward, arms outstretched, waiting the 
signal of the trumpet. 

It comes, followed by a savage beating of drums 
and clashing of cymbals ! With one long, loud cry, 
the whole fleet echoes it, and four great triremes 
burst from the mass, bearing Magon and Himilcon. 

The galley of Magon, long and slender, with 
sweeping purple sails rounding to the breeze, and 
the dark oars breaking into the water in a sort of 
stately cadence, is a wonder of barbaric splendour. 

See how it glitters with brass and gold ! A 
gilded sea-horse at the prow, with outstretched 
legs, seeming to paw the waves. On the deck, 
Moorish guards, covered with fine scaled armour 
and scarlet mantles, surround the chief. Behind 
are ranged the slingers and darters, in tight-fitting 
breastplates, with rough, coarse hair and heavy, 
barbaric features. 

Nor is this gorgeous sea-pageant all. 

From the west, tramping across the plain by 
the Helorian road and the banks of Anapus, 
marches the Punic army, three hundred thousand 
strong, with three thousand horse, led by Himilcon 
in person. Himilcon pitches his tent within the 
Temple of Jupiter Urios, on the Olympeium. He 
cares nothing for Jupiter. He would spit on the 
image of the god, if he thought of it, and any 
African about him would do the same. All creeds 
and all races are the same to Himilcon. 

Himilcon's is a religion of amulets and charms, 
of maledictions in burnt hair and flesh, incanta- 
tions, potions, and the bloody rites of Baal. 
According to circumstances, Himilcon sacrifices 
to the stars or adores the sun. 
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He believes in nothing but in destruction and 
in death. 

Behold him within the columns of Jupiter's 
peristyle ; his eyes fixed on the smoke 01 a thou- 
saiid fires, lighting the blazing ruins on the plain ; 
long pendants are in his ears, and his black beard 
lies thick and matted upon his breast. 

Upon his head glistens a coronet of pearls, shaped 
in many tiers, like a mitre ; on his neck are strings 
of blue stones, engraved with cabalistic signs. 

A black robe, flowered with gold, flows down, 
and he wears bracelets and anklets of uncut gems. 

Behind him, a negro holds a golden-fringed sun- 
shade, and slaves wave palm-branches to keep off 
flies. 

Around his vast host lies encamped, an army of 
many natioHs. 

Gigantic Lib3'ans, with frizzly hair and hand- 
some features ; renegade Greeks, to be recognised 
by their slim figures and clean-cut faces ; Bruteum 
peasants, clad in sheepskins ; Gauls, with long 
hair drawn upon the top of the head and fastened 
with an iron pin ; Egyptians, broad - shouldered 
and thick - lipped ; archers of Cappadocia, their 
faces stained with the juice of herbs ; Lydians, in 
flowing robes, covered with vermilion, and wearing 
yellow slippers ; Ligurians, Lusitanians, Ethiops, 
and ifugitive Romans : a motley multitude, speak- 
ing languages as mixed as their nationalities. 

Some lie, supported by cushions, dressing their 
wounds ; others, stretched full length on their 
backs, relate their past adventures to each other ; 
a Gaul, erect against a tree, passes round the wine- 
cup to his fellows ; and a Roman archer throws 
arrows at random as the sea-gulls sweep by : all, 
more or less, are in repose, according to their 
nation and habits ; yet all are ready, at the trum- 
pet's shriek, to rush into action. 
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For thirty days Himilcon's mercenaries ravage 
the whole city. 

Achradina is taken. The Necropolis there and 
at Polichne are rifled by his Egyptians for treasure. 

Not only are the tombs of Gelon and Demareta 
destroyed, the Temple of Ceres and that of Proser- 
pine burnt, but the whole of Syracuse is overrun. 

And where is Dionysius all this time ? 

Why does he not defend the city of cities, and 
the temples, and the tombs ? 

What of his Pentapylse ? His arsenal and 
magazines of arms for seventy thousand men ? 
His walls on Epipolce down to the Hexapylum ? 

Is he afraid ? Is he paralysed ? Or is it the 
calm of a great general shut up within his walls, 
biding his time ? 

Neither. Dionysius is only waiting for reinforce- 
ments from Greece ; and while he waits, he leaves 
it to Anapus and its pestilent ditches, oozing 
pools, and malarious vapours ; the stagnant lake 
of Lysimachia, parched-up ; rocky Plemmyrium, 
without springs of water; slimy harbour -shores, 
soft with black mud, to do their deadly work upon 
the strangers. 

Suddenly, no one knows how, Himilcon's army 
is seized with panic. 

Spectres of hideous gorgons pursue the soldier 
through the night; phantom chimeras hover .over 
the camp; Medusa snake -heads seize them, and 
"the monstrous serpents called pythons." The 
whole brood of Cyclops and Titans seem escaped 
from Etna, to fight their battles with gods over again, 
amid the Carthaginian tents ; the earth trembles, 
and pale funereal lights play upon the horizon. 

It is said by the priests in Syracuse, and the 
rumour gains ground day by day, that Jupiter and 
Demeter, in their wrath, have given over the 
African host to destruction. 
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A pestilence breaks out. 

It begins among the light - clothed Egyptians 
encamped in white tents along the ridge of Plem- 
myrium, passes to the Libyans and Numidians on 
the plain, and from these spreads over the whole 
Carthaginian fleet and army. 

This year the summer heats are long and exces- 
sive. In the marshy ground about the harbour, 
the morning sun brings forth poisonous vapours, 
to be dried up by the heated miasma of the burn- 
ing noon. 

Dry winds raise up showers of dust, which 
penetrate the hot skin ; poisonous insects abound ; 
and lack of rain dries up the fountains. 

It is for this moment that Dionysius has waited. 

While he attacks Himilcon by land, the whole 
Syracusan fleet steers down upon the Africans. 
It is an exact reproduction of the battle between 
Gylippus and Demosthenes ; the same locality, 
the same movements, the same surprises, and the 
same results. 

And now Dionysius, seeing some of the larger 
Carthaginian galleys intact, and making a feeble 
resistance, thinks, ** It is time it should finish." 

" Torches ! Torches ! " he cries to the guards 
about him. " Bring handfuls of torches ! Burn 
what is not sunk ! " 

A brisk sea-breeze fans the flames, and carries 
them with fiery tongues from ship to ship. By a 
general impulse, the whole population of Syracuse 
comes trooping out of doors. 

It is an awful sight which meets their eyes. A 
cincture of fire surrounds Ortygia. That terrible 
fleet that was to starve and destroy them is 
ablaze ! 

Himilcon and Magon escape by making a secret 
compact with crafty Dionysius, who foresees that 
his turbulent S5Tacusans may prove too much for 

Vui II, 6 
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So the Carthaginian chiefs sail swiftly and 
stealthily away, and, eluding the pursuit of a few 
Corinthian soldiers who have perceived their 
flight, gain the open sea. 

But the miserable Carthaginians on Plem- 
myrium, abandoned by their leaders, throw down 
their arms and beg for quarter. 

TheirSicanian allies, from about Lilybceum, make 
a rush for the mountains, and so save themselves. 

But the heterogeneous mass of mercenaries — 
Ethiopians, Libyans, runaway Romans, Iberians, 
and Gauls — spared by the pestilence, surrender at 
discretion. 

I can see it all from the Marina — the flight of 
the Athenians across the plain, the Carthaginians 
by land and sea— Nolo, the Latomia I 

If I can call up these pictures to the eyes of 
others, as they stamped themselves on mine, I 
have not mused in vain. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Castle of Maniace^ Temple of Juno — Bronze Rams — An 
Unlucky Genera! — The Normans Revenge themselves — 
General George turns Traitor. 

EYOND the Fountain of Arethusa, 
the modem town of Syracuse ends 
on a low point of black rocks, on 
which stands a mediasval castle. 
Opposite are the long lines of dark 
Pleuimyrium, now called Isola. 
Between flows the blue sea. 

I should not care about this mediaeval castle 
at all — a square pile of mellow- tinted limestone, 
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occupying the site of what was once the Temple 
of Juno, with round towers of no particular archi- 
tecture at its angles, and singularly confused as 
to loopholes and windows — were it not that here 
I meet an old friend, General George Maniace, 
whose acquaintance I made at the Signer Duca's, 
near Bronte. 

At Bront6, General George was fighting against 
the Saracens in the centre of the island, under the 
snows of Etna. At Syracuse he has conquered 
them ; bridled them, so to say, and put his castle- 
bit in their mouths. But only for four years, be it 
remarked. In four years the Saracens, spite of 
Maniace and his castle, were back again in Sicily, 
as victorious as before. 

Nor is this mediaeval castle improved by a trim 
new battery attached to it, with Bersaglieri on 
guard, pacing up and down in bright uniforms, and 
abundant black plumes waving from their hats ; 
nor by the trim little lighthouse rising out of the 
sea close by. 

Ma come si fa ? One must take things as they 
come, especially in Sicily. 

General George was a very fine fellow in his 
way. In many respects equal to Belisarius, only 
he was unlucky ; not only unlucky in war, but 
unlucky in coming upon the world at the time he 
did, at the very moment when those incredible 
romantic Normans altogether engrossed European 
interest. 

At Syracuse you cannot overlook Maniace, 
although only a Byzantine, or modern Greek. 

Not only has he a street named after him, 
running down from the Cathedral towards this 
rocky point (a street shabby and dirty enough in 
all conscience, as are all the streets of Syracuse), 
but also this castle, in a prominent position at the 
mouth of the harbour. 

6* 
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Alt'^ether, therefore. Mania ce is one of the 
^jinii loci of S\Tacus.e, to be placed on a par with 
\)y^u'^ the protectress and Mmerra the guardian, 
or <rven with Dionysius and Santa Lncia; only 
th'; yaih^TiX and elegantly -numired B\-zantine 
ssn'/hx object to such an ill-mannered colleague 
a^^ i>io;jyw US- 
No w the Castello di Maniace is by no means to 
\m: rniMaken for the site of what Plutarch so wisel}' 
<,ii]h ** the Acropolis" (seeing such never existed 
Hi a]]), or of the Pentap3iae of Dionysius, situated 
o;j t}ie opjx^site or land side of the •* island." 

!i]iiuh<:<:\ castle, on the foundation of Juno's 
Ti:tu])h:, was built by himself, a.d. 1038, remaricabl^' 
^tout and thick as to walls, and ser\'ing well as a 
fortret>s against those roving Saracens, carrjing on 
lli'r fiiitfut old foray between Africa and Sj'racuse, 
l/^r^un in the time of Gelon. In fact, it is quite 
H tni}f\i:ni building in dim, £ar-oflf S^Tacuse, with 
nothing ancient atx)ut it but those two famous rams 
of Arrhinjcdcft, turning on pivots and bleating to 
i\it: wind, brought back bv General George from 
Hy/antiuin to the city of their birth, and set up 
intn: (tvcr liis gateway. 

I'rav, 1'jI not the curious traveller look for these 
ranif, ht-.n: now. 

Otti: has been lost; the other removed to the 
mn'ucuui of J^ilermo. In their place observe the 
fat i(m\ of arms and imperial crown of Charles V. 
of Sj>ain, as obtrusive and prominent here as on 
\\ii: thrcu; drawbridges and three portcullises. 

About the removal of the rams there is a very 

dismal mediaeval story, in which a certain Mar- 

(Jiesc (iitrare, the ancestor of Prince Gerace of 

i^al^s, figures, very little to his credit. 

^^^Kacc appears to have received the famous 

^■as the price of a treacherous massacre of 
Hisan notables, from his master, Alfonzo, 
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King of Arragon,as great a blackguard, apparently, 
as Gerace himself. 

How one ram found its way to Palermo, I do 
not know. 

What banquets and carousals of the good old 
sort, with swords on hip, helmets and nodding 
plumes on head, sword and dagger in belt, tankard 
in hand, were held in this fine old castle-hall, with 
its vaulted wooden roof, carved shafts, and huge 
fire-place ! 

For the sake of picturesqueness we must hope 
the hall existed in Maniace's time ; only I fear it 
did not. 

What is more certain is that General George, a 
heartless, elegant Greek — I can picture him, with 
an atmosphere of imperial courts about him, clad 
in inlaid Byzantine armour — having built this 
castle, imagined he could afford to do without 
his friends the Normans, whom he accordingly 
cheated of their share of ** half the spoils and half 
the conquered towns." 

But they had their revenge ; not only by 
compassing George Maniace's natural death, but 
by clean snuffing his name out of history. You 
must come to Sicily, or read Gibbon, to know that 
such a man ever existed. 

At all periods of his life General George was 
unlucky. Yet he served his master, Michael 
Paleologus, well, and was just about to make 
some great coup which should win Syracuse from 
the Saracens, and restore it once more to Byzan- 
tium, when he was recalled to Constantinople. 

At last, wearied by ill usage at home, and 
exasperated by the persistent attacks of his 
Norman adversaries abroad, he turned traitor, 
proclaimed himself Emperor of the East, and 
ended miserably by the hand of an executioner 
at Durazzo. 
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After all, should his ghost "revisit the glimpses 
of the moon," it may be gratifying to him to find , 
that his name is stiil preserved in a ducal dwelling 
at Bronte, a dirty street at Syracuse, and in this 
same hideous yellow-faced castle on its bed of 
black rocks — a perfect eyesore on the azure sea- 
line of the Great Harbour. 



CHAPTER IX. 

inerva's Temple — The Doctor's Lamentations — Diana's 
Temple— A Tempest Shut Up— How the Sea Roars 1— 
Hotd Miseries — The Doctor's Aniiely— An Historical 
Subject. 

1: T is an. inexpressible disappointment 
to find the great fluted pillars of 
Athena's Temple sunk into the 
stonework of the Cathedral wall. 
An inattentive person might literally 
pass through the piazza without 
observing them. 

Not only built into the wall all round, but, on 
the south side, absolutely concealed and embedded ; 
all except the Doric capitals, which peep out dis- 
comfited at the summit. 

But, what is even worse, is a double row of 
battkmtnts round the flat, plain roof, giving the 
grand old sanctuary, grey with accumulated ages, 
the aspect of a commonplace fortress. 

The Doctor, who goes in specially for classic 
ruins, passes hours, I believe, in a kind of mute 
lamentation over these remains, seated, like Dante 
at Florence, on a stone in a corner of the ugly 
piazza, the Grecian " market ■ place," mentioned 
in Cicero, " Upon Verres." 
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** If they had only left it a ruin," he sighs, quite 
low and pitiful. ** What a monument ! Built by 
the Gamori, six centuries before Christ ; the Acro- 
polis, if you like, only Syracuse never had an 
Acropolis ; Doric, of course, and limestone — all 
the temples in Sicily are Doric and limestone ; but 
this one, so old, the architecture is almost Archaic ; 
as large as Paestum and Segesta, which means, as 
any in the world ; and in such a noble position ! 

** Now, many other temples may have been 
glorious, but we know that this one was. 

** A man like Cicero does not go into tall talk for 
nothing. He speaks of the golden doors, covered 
with reliefs in ivory and gold, as marvels of beauty. 

** It is incredible," the Doctor goes on to say, 
** how many Greeks have left written accounts of 
those doors. There were the spears, too, made of 
brass. *It is sufficient,' says Cicero, *to have seen 
them once, to understand what they were.' " 

Then the Doctor passes on to quote the elabo- 
rate description given by Dennis : the walls inside 
covered with portraits of the Sikel kings, as well 
as twenty-seven wall paintings of Sicanian history, 
the subjects not specified ; and the lofty pedestals 
between the columns, each bearing the image of a 
god in bronze, silver, or ivory. 

In the cella sat the armed Pallas, " purple-robed 
Athena, a plumed helmet upon her head, a spear 
in one hand, in the other a shield, with Medusa's 
head engraved upon it." (Here Physic breaks off 
to observe that ** it was only Leonardo da Vinci and 
the cinque centists who made Medusa beautiful ; 
the Greeks represent her as a hideous Gorgon.") 

" Minerva was partial to the wild olive-tree, so 
fresh branches were laid around her altar, and an 
owl, a serpent, a cock, and a dragon represented 
at her feet. The roof was of gilded plates, the 
cornice of marble." 
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Here Physic again interrupts himself to tell me 
what I knew ; namely, that the Sicilian temples 
arc all built of limestone, and that it was only at 
Athens marble was used. 

** In the highest part there was a great bronze 
shield cased in gold, to reflect the morning sun." 

*' Yes," I put in, " as Ducetius saw it, when he 
came across the plain a fugitive to Syracuse." 

** Ducetius ! " Physic took me up quite sharp. 
** I do not care for those Sikels ; they have no 
history. 

'* The Syracusans considered this shield as a 
good omen, especially the sailors. It was their 
custom to take some burning ashes in a cup from 
the fire on Juno's altar, and sprinkle them upon 
the waves as they sailed out to sea, their eyes 
fixed on the shield. 

** The temple was raised on three broad steps — 
a stylobate, they call it (a good place for the 
beggars I for my part, I think all Sicilians are 
beggars) — six Doric pillars," pointing to the em- 
bedded columns, ** in each portico, and a peristyle 
with fourteen pillars, the pillars twenty-eight feet 
high, and fluted. 

** There is a bit of the architrave and a frieze 
left on the further side [we will go and see it] ; 
but the rest was destroyed to make way for Sara- 
cenic battlements. Devil take them ! 

*• The Saracens should have been flayed alive ! 

'* Even Marcellus spared this temple. Never 
touched the treasure nor the ornaments — he, a 
conqueror and a Roman ! 

*' Then that scoundrel Verres " An expres- 
sion intervened which I omit, as it might be 
deemed too strong on paper. 
^^ijAfter the Romans came the Byzantine Greeks, 
^^^ttost effete nation in the world, and turned it 

M church, about the time of Belisarius. 
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** Look at that florid fa9ade of glaring yellow 
stone : is that a thing to cover an historic temple? 
The fa9ade was put up by a rascally Neapolitan 
bishop in 1754. What a beast ! A statue, too, 
of the Virgin ! Mercy on us ! 

** Then there was an earthquake. Two, I be- 
lieve." 

** Perhaps the earthquakes were worse than the 
Saracens and the Neapolitan bishop ? " I sug- 
gested. 

*' Not at all." The Doctor is uncommonly ob- 
stinate when on his hobby-horse. ** How many 
buildings have survived earthquakes ? Nothing 
to do with earthquakes !" 

The Temple of Diana, in the Vico San Paolo, 
is literally nothing but a few piled-up fragments 
of pillars and blocks of buff-coloured tufa, below 
the level of the street, in an open space, between 
two house-walls. Yet this temple was almost as 
splendid as that of her sister Minerva. 

These are the two sanctuaries of the maiden 
goddesses in the island (the Temple of Proserpine 
^ was, as I have said, on the mainland). Neither 
of these temples can have stood out conspicuous 
objects in Ortygia, as did the Temples of Ceres 
and Proserpine at Girgenti, or even those at low- 
lying Selimonte and Paestum. 

Juno's Temple was on a low cape, Diana's in a 
hollow, and the shrine of Minerva (the Cathedral) 
but very slightly elevated. 

The island of Ortygia was sacred to Diana from 
the landing of Archias. If Ceres was the great 
mother of Sicily, Diana was the protectress of 
Ortygia : some coins of the time of Agathocles 
show this. Minerva was the guardian or presi- 
dent, wiser than Diana, yet less beloved. 

Diana's sacred grove, where the Oceanides 
herded the sacrificial goats and deex^ Vi\Qr^'i\xs% 
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bc3ki3*jf XfiC- I- b=r zmve '~:^-*^t=?-^ ind matrons 
^sn^x Ler. to o«r :ip ire rrys rf chij«ibood. and 
to invcke her si'i ir: T^ irrixZ^ ind rhfjdbiitiL, 

Of rhe Hexacoc.i5tcIiii:is, or Hocse of Siicty 
Btris- the Palace of Hiero II.. cccspied by thfe 
Roman Pra&tors, TimoLeoti's HaH cf Justice, and 
other national monuments, not even the tradi- 
tionary sites remain. 

Willie I write, I am sitting in a dark room at 
the Hotel of the Smi i ! L with a view over house- 
roofs. It has been pouring all day. Alas ! people 
say it will rain for a fortnight ! 

Can one believe that this dusk)' canopy of 
heaven is the same glorious dome which has been 
shedding such heat and effulgence upon us ? 

Bank after bank of storm-clouds come riding 
up from the south, bringing a deluge of rain ! 
And the wind ! 

I have one window ; it does not shut by an inch, 
and there are holes in the plaster into which I can 
thrust my fist. A small tornado is passing through 
my room ; I feel chilled to the very bone, and sad. 

There is my bed, covered with a patchwork quilt ; 
iTiy ^lass, out of which all the quicksilver has fled ; 
a dirty paper on the wall, and two washed-out prints. 

I Hp(!aK of a small tornado in the room ; but 
what is that to the real tornado without ? 

How tlio sea must dash and roar against the 
rock-hound coast of Achradina, and howl in those 
caves, among the bones I 
7;flt /mnks of tossing and seething waves are 
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rushing in at the mouth of the Great Harbour, 
between Maniace's Castle and Cape Plemmyrium ! 

How Anapus must swell and foam under the 
white bridge of San Guiseppe, and papyrus and 
arundo dorax bend under the blast ! 

And that gloomy lake at Lentini — Styx, or 
Dead Sea, or whatever it is called: loneliest or 
horridest — how its gloomy waters must froth and 
clamour upon its dreary banks ! 

How the tide must tower in, mountains high, 
in Agosta's bay — by old Thapsus — and the plain 
about Catania ooze like a moist sponge ! 

Heaven send there may not be another trasborgo 
on the rail, and prevent my departure ! 

Having, for once in rny life, come to Sicily, is it 
not intolerable to be shut up foV two whole days, 
doing nothing? My two companions alone give 
me fortitude to bear it. In this respect I am blest. 
The excellent Doctor strides about, spite of the 
weather, the very essence of good humour; his 
. broad face framed into a continual smile ; his 
cheery, English-toned voice waking echoes in 

the damp rooms. S , intellectual, suggestive, 

artistic, with his books and knowledge of books, 
his gentle invalid ways, and his heavy sighs (as 
from a loaded heart), is immensely sympathetic. 

After dinner we meet in a central room, from 
which our various bedrooms open, as in a stage 
set-scene. It is not an interesting apartment. 
There are several old chairs, a horsehair sofa, a 
table with three legs, a lamp that splutters, an old 
dog that creeps in for company, and the wind 
outside. We talk, and we speak of what we have 
seen, thought, and read ; display our respective 
** notes," and discourse history. 

Not that we discourse nothing but history. 
Heaven forefend ! As intermezzos there is the 
old joke of Tennyson's In Mcmoriam^ ^^ -jllxt^^ 
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since our day in Epipolte ; of this Ph\-sic is never 
tirtf]. Then he abuses the '■ smart young man," 
or treats us to a page of his travels, which, being 
chiefly in savage lands, are not specially amusing. 

S reads out Shelley (the Doctor will not hear 

of Tennyson), and I — 1 describe the iatest encoun- 
ter I have had with my maid Furioso, who, highly 
indignant at being brought to such an hotel, is 
(grotesque in her insolence. 

Then S 's state of health seriously exercises 

the good Doctor's mind. Many is the time he 
takes me aside to ask me, in a whisper, " what 
1 think is the matter with him ? Is it heart, or 
lungs? or neither — only mind? An aching heart, 
which no medicine can reach ? " 

" How I wish I knew ! " This is the phrase 
wilh which all our confidences end. 

The next day, though rainy, permits of locomotion. 
The Doctor and I take the afternoon train to Cata- 
nia. S , who has been ordered to Syracuse for 

his health, remains behind, much to our sorrow. 

I am bound to Palermo, 



CHAPTER X. 

ition at Catania — Marchese Coili's present of a Soldier 
— Ugly Sulphur DisCricl — Ditto Faces — Leoa forte — 
Treacherous Rails — Leonforte Enna — Castragiovauni — 
I'roBerpine. 

LEFT Catania at five a.m., no 
other train being possible, to reach 
Palermo that night. Better arrange- 
ments may now be made, but so it 
was then. 
There were the gravest doubts 
we jcould start at all. That dreaded 
fcrd trasborgo had been uttered. 
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I did not know whether I should have to go 
miles in slush and mud (perhaps on the back of a 
native), to wade througn a river, be dropped in 
some unspeakable little hole without even an e%g 
to eat, or to pass the night in a railway- carriage, 
under exhilarating conditions of cold and hunger : 
Sicilian railroads being constituted on a peculiar 
system, causing them to collapse in bad weather ; 
every year the same bridges, the same torrents, 
the same landslips. 

Under all which adverse circumstances. General 
Marchese Colli— to give him his full official name 
and title — the kindest and gentlest of men, seeing 
the condition of the weather — rain, rain, rain, 
buckets I for three days — bestowed upon me an 
intelligent Bersagliere, as guide, philosopher, and 
friend, to protect me and my maid Furioso, and 
generally to fight our battles with the elements 
and the aborigines, should occasion occur. 

The moon \xas shining brightly on the white 
streets of Catania, and lighting up the snowy 
dome of Etna, as I left the Grand Hotel. At last 
the rain had ceased, as I drive up to the station — 
so close to the hotel that, but for the luggage, 
it is absurd to get in at all. There I find myself 
faced by a smart little Bersagliere, in dark green 
uniform — his black cock's plume flying reassuringly 
in the wind, on one side of a broad-brimmed glazed 
hat, and a short, useful sword at his side — who 
salutes me a la militaire, and incontinently falls on 
my bags and shawls with an air of never having 
done anything all his life but carry them ! 

With such a dapper little escort, who can fear ? 
** He is," Bersagliere says, ** at the orders of the 
Signora," to prove which he resolutely refuses to 
put down the bags and shawls, and stands clasping 
them to his bosom like a sentinel on duty. 

Everyone looks at me with intense respect. 
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Sicilians hate as much as they respect a uniform. 
It is evident I am a personage. At Syracuse I was 
a Princess ; here, I am at least the wife of a Field 
Marshal ! 

The glass doors of the waiting-room fly open. 
*.* Prhna classe / " is shouted by the guard. I rush 
out into the dark, followed by ** Soldato." (I do 
not know his name ; I never knew it. I call him 
Soldato ; and, in the course of the journey, I ob- 
serve that he is known as " the Signora's soldato.") 
Well, run as I may, he is before me — he and the 
smiling German conductor of the hotel struggling 
as to the possession of the door-handle of the 
first-class carriage destined for rne. 

Military tactics prevail. Soldato is laughing to 
himself, door-handle in hand, when 1 come up ; not 
ill-naturedly or defiantly, but simply as one who, 
conscious of his power, feels a pleasant sense in its 
exercise. 

I am delighted with him — his flying plume, 
his olive-skinned face, and short-cropped hair ! 

I turn to offer my adieux to the German con- 
ductor — not the least put out, but smiling also be- 
nignantly beside the door. He bows, and wishes me 
" Buon viaggio,'' with just a glance (is it of derision ?) 
at Soldato. Has he never seen a lady with a mili- 
tary escort before ? Never mind. It is a very 
good sight. I should like it every time I travel. 

Then come several whistles — the blare of a 
hoarse trumpet — the engine's creak — and we 
are off"! 



«.*^ %t» «i« »u ^^ 
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What becomes of me for some time, I cannot 
say ; but I wake into the consciousness, about the 
third station from Catania, that it is very cold. It 
is the price we are paying for the cessation of the 
rain. A tramontana wind is blowing; the morn- 
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ing is breaking. We are in the same vast plain 
I traversed to go to Syracuse. Not a tree in sight, 
not a shrub ; all bare arable land, arid-looking 
hills running along beside us. 

Etna ought to be visible ; but it is veiled in 
cloud and mist. I have said I do not think Etna 
is beautiful, except seen at a great distance, set in 
with ranges of mountains ; so I do not break my 
heart. 

It would be much more to the purpose to have 
hot-water tins ; but that is a point of civilisation 
Sicily has not reached. Wrap piled upon wrap 
will not warm me. My heart sinks literally into 
my cold boots as I think of trasborgo. Cold ! 
Ought it to be cold in Sicily ? I . had doubted it 
at Catania and Syracuse, but there is no denying 
it here. ** Recommend me to the cold of a southern 
climate," once said a Russian friend. 

Meanwhile we are continually stopping at little 
stations. It all looks like a vast cattle ground. 

Then we enter the sulphur district, and sulphur 
from henceforth follows us all the way. Carts 
carrying sulphur, trucks packed with sulphur, the 
ground strewed with sulphur, sulphur in the air: 
for, I give you my word, when I got out, all the 
back of my dress was covered with it ! 

Stopping at one of the miserable stations, I 
perceived a group of peasants — sulphur-stained, 
of course, and looking like canaries — standing on 
a truck, waiting to be steamed away by some 
train somewhere: one, a middle-aged man, a cap 
on his head and a pipe in his mouth ; another, 
red-haired and sallow — all doing nothing but stare. 
Their clothes, yellow, of course, were not decent. 
There was a boy, already old-faced and wrinkled, 
picking at his cowskin sandals ; and others, about 
a dozen in all. They did not speak to each other ; 
there was a dull uniformity about them, like caged 
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wild beasts. And their faces ! Horrible ! The 
prominent lower jaw and mouth bestial — nose flat, 
and eyes sunk, yet gleaming. 

I do not speak of faces one sees in real life ; but 
never even on the stage did I behold a villain's 
get-up to compare to these ! 

It struck me the more, because up to this time 
I had, with few exceptions, much admired the 
many fine masks I had seen in Western Sicily. 
I say ** masks," because they were wanting in 
expression. 

When I came on these sulphur miners, I realised 
the brigand type of the country I was now entering. 
A dog or a horse would have been intelligent beside 
these creatures, who, with an innate love of blood- 
shed, would have cut your throat like a sheep, or 
stripped off your nose, listening to your cries for 
mercy much after the fashion of a butcher to a 
lamb's miserable bleatings ! 

I was doomed to see much of this type later, 
at Palermo ; but I can never forget the first 
impression. 

There is much talk in the Parliament about 
what can and ought to be done for Sicily, and 
that the Government is bound to lay out such 
and such moneys in such and such ways ; but, by 
Heaven ! I believe the Italian or any Government 
may do as it likes as long as the race remains as it 
is ; sprung as it is from the dregs of all nations — 
Greek, Arab, Norman, Saracen — all pounded to- 
gether in one horrible mill. It may be true that 
brigandage as an organization has ceased to exist ; 
but in Sicily there are districts where every man 
is a brigand. The taste for blood, the hunger for 
rapine, are in him. One day he will clasp his 
friend to his breast ; the next he will stab him 
with a long sharp knife, openly in the market-place, 
H so disposed, certain that the evidence of lookers- 
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on will not be forthcoming. He will rob his master ; 
he would rob himself, were that possible. For a 
couple of francs, that fellow with the black beard, 
smeared with yellow, and a pipe in his mouth, 
glowering at me from the truck with murderous 
eyes, would take my life as he would crush a fly, 
pocket the money, and return to his sulphur with 
a quiet mind. 

This is no exaggeration. The details I shall 
hereafter give from the beautiful city of the golden 
shell will prove it. I am speaking of the interior 
of the island, and the eastern and northern coasts, 
from Tirmini to Cefalu, overlooked by those lovely 
Madornian mountains, the refuge of all crime and 
criminals from earliest days. On the western 
coast, and in Messina, Catania, and Syracuse, it is 
different. 

At Palermo there is the Mafia. The Mafia is 
aristocratic brigandage, more heinous than any- 
thing done by the debased animal before me. 

In Sicily ^^only man is vile.'' But for man, it 
would be the garden of the world ! 

So we jogged on leisurely, waiting for the 
engine to get up steam ; indeed, it was the 
thirstiest engine I ever knew, continually im- 
bibing huge draughts of water. We advanced 
into a country curiously bare. Village, house, 
tree, shrub, or flower, there was none ! The 
low heights just tossed about with no definite 
purpose, like waves on a sea. Coming from 
the exotic loveliness of Catania, the contrast is 
the more bitter. But a couple of hours ago we 
were in Eden ; now it is not even Purgatory, but 
the other place ! 

At Leonforte the sun came out a little, but 
without warmth ; a thin, wintry sun, that scarcely 
shot across the black earth. AH the burgs and 
villages are on the heights, miles distant frotsv t\Nft. 

Vo/. II. 6 



66 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

Stations, and with no conveyance but such as 
Nature provides in the way of legs. 

Alarm was raised at Lconforte, which faithful 
Soldato — at once saluting from the window, in 
cotton gloves — reported was, **that the return train 
from Palermo with the letters had not arrived." 
** The reason?" I enquire. ^^ Trasborgo P " I whis- 
per, with bated breath. No one knew ; we should 
find out further on. In the meantime, ** Fear not, 
Signora," says Soldato, seeing the terrified expres- 
sion of my face; " all will be well." Very nice and 
kind of Soldato to say so, but an assurance which 
gave no relief at all. ** Trasborgo,'' he continued, 
** was always announced in a telegram, so that 
passengers might return to Catania, if they liked.'' 
{Poor devils I ''If they liked / " What bitter irony !) 
** Or, if they preferred it, to remain at the station in 
a waggone (carriage), on the chance of the damage 
being made good, and of going on ! " ** And what 
would they have to eat, in that case ? " I ask. 
Soldato shrugged his shoulders. "An e^-g? some 
bread?" ''I fear the Signora could not eat the 
bread if I procured it. As to an egg, why all the 
eggs, even at Palermo, come from Naples !** 

From Leonforte we ascended into a loftier region 
of desolation as rapidly as our thirsty engine would 
allow. 

How much havoc the heavy rain had caused 
was evidenced by the bursting of innumerable 
streams along the embankments, the swollen tor- 
rents that roared under the slender bridges over 
which we passed, and the oozing of the volcanic 
soil of friable earth. 

Now I began to appreciate the excitement of 
railway travelling in Sicily. The engineer evi- 
dently understood it too, for he creaked his engine 
along at a foot-pace. You go slow, to be pre- 
pared for the worst. There are no collisions, for 
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there are no trains; but every bridge trembles, 
every embankment is rotten. So overcome was I 
by things in general, that I undid my bag and ate 
my lunch. Food gives courage, and I wanted it ! 



* * 






There were hundreds of aborigines, up to their 
eyes in mud, repairing the shattered walls and 
trembling embankments with the most antiquated 
shovels. Many also, seated in the hollows of the 
rocks, were employed in doing nothing, their cow- 
sandled feet turned to the sun, a tattered cloak, 
with the hood pulled over their heads. Those who 
had no cloak had tied cotton handkerchiefs on 
an old worsted shawl. 

To cover the head is indispensable. Clothes 
torn to indecency are nothing, but you must veil 
the head. 

As we rise laboriously up steep mountain sides, 
the newly- repaired banks shake visibly, and stones 
roll over the escarpment with a hollow sound. 

Now my eyes rivet themselves on a huge flat- 
headed height, girt with precipices, rising through 
parting rifts of bare, solemn hills, so frowning and 
dark in shape, so weird and strange in aspect, it 
carries a whole history written upon its brow; 
the flattened summit, plainly a platform for some 
stately temple, visible to all the land. There in that 
corner, where a craig projects, although not one 
stone remains upon another, one feels a temple 
stood ! 

What a site! I forget all else, to gaze upon 
the lines of this massive natural pedestal ! I 
know that this is ancient Enna of the Greeks and 
Romans, two thousand feet high, over waving 
corn-fields. Beside it a sister height, Calascibetta, 
an outpost or fortress to guard the same dfi.<^^^ 

6* 
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gorges and yawning caves. Enna, the chosen seat 
of Ceres — the scene of the rape of Proserpine — 
dear in all classic fable — a never-ending theme — a 
supreme spot, like Olympus or the Mons Sacro, 
writ in all men*s minds ! I know that on that 
height stood the rock-bound temple of the great 
goddess, founded by Gelon and finished by Dion 
the elder ; but I swear, that if I knew nothing but 
its modern name, I could feel by instinct that I 
gazed upon what had been created by Nature for 
a world wonder ! 

At least, the proud rock bears marks that the 
fortune of war has passed over it, from Greeks to 
Carthaginians, in the first and second Punic war ; 
the revolted slaves under Eunus; Romans under 
Verres, who violated the shrine of the great god- 
dess, carrying off gold idols and utensils to grace 
his triumph at Rome ; Saracens in a.d. 828, and 
Normans in 1086, when omnipresent Count Roger, 
much after the manner of Ariosto's heroes, con- 
trived to spit on the lances of his 600 Normans 
the bodies of 15,000 Saracens, subdued the dis- 
trict, and called it ** Lombardia." 

(Now it is to be noted that the mountain strong- 
holds of Taormina and Castrogiovanni were the 
last to fall to the Normans after the siege of 
Palermo.) 

In colour this most amazing height is neither 
green nor grey, but a dull neutral tint, the apex 
of a congerie of hills, at once the centre and the 
loftiest in the interior of Sicily (Umbilicus Sicilioe). 

Beside it, flat -topped also, Calascibetta rises, 
seeming at first to rival Enna in majesty, but on a 
nearer approach sinking down to a subordinate alti- 
tude. To the west are Monte Cammarata and 
Sirtera, and the dolomitic peak of Monte San 
£al6gero. To the north parallel ridges shut in 
^y, and Etna itself ought to be visible. 
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Something still remains upon the summit, inar- 
ticulate and dark. The Temple ? No ! It is but 
the ruins of a castle built by Frederick II. on the 
ancient lines. 

The hill of Enna, now Castrogiovanni — from 
Cassan Jank of the Arab, Italianized by their soft 
tongue — rises 3,049 feet above the level of the sea. 

A precipitous cliff falls sheer towards the station 
at which we linger, honeycombed with sepulchral 
caves ; a narrow path winds up the acclivity, 
along which some cloaked and hooded peasants 
are striding through the mud. Painted sulphur- 
carts, on high wheels, wait at the station. 

What a past ! What a present ! Amid these 
rugged heights, hurled together as if by Titans, we 
are evoking the sweetest myth of classical story. 
In the lowlands below — now a desolate marsh — the 
typical home of eternal Spring, Proserpine picked 
flowers ; and as she wandered by the Pergus Lake, 
** herself the fairest flower, by gloomy Dis was 
gathered." 

To look at it all in flesh and blood seems amazing ; 
the very grotto discerned on the lake-side, where the 
fiery chariot blazed, and the daring god bore away 
low-browed Proserpine in his sinewy arms ! 

Scarcely a blade of grass now springs from the 
volcanic soil, and as for a single tree, you might 
as well look for an elephant. The lake is a marshy 
slime, noxious and poisonous to the sense ; the 
sweetly-singing swans turned into croaking frogs, 
and the flowers transformed into rank weeds. 
It is about four miles round this lake, now called 
Pergusa, deep amid arid shoals. In summer, the 
banks abound with flax ; the low-mouthed cave 
on the south side, from whence Pluto drove forth, 
choked with fallen stones. All around is solitary 
and arid, with that bald nudity, as of a rifled land, 
so characteristic of the interior of SvcvV^ » 
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CHAPTER XL 

"Is it trasborgo?" — Sicilian Gentlemen, No. i and No. 2 — 
Brigands — " Indelicate " — Suspicion of the Mafia — 
Caltanisetta — "Well, che vuole" ! — Soldato's Devotion 
— Leone's Country — Interior — Arrival. 

T two o'clock we halted, to lunch, at 
the wretched little station of Santa 
Caterina. As we whistled up, Soldato 
— who simply had risked his limbs 
by doing it — stood at "attention" 
on the platform, slightly obfuscated 
by the exertion, and made me a military salute. 

" Is there any news of the missing train ?" I 
ask. "Is it trasborgo ? '* 

The group of roughly- clad officials — who, to do 
them justice, were remarkably civil — knew nothing. 
No telegram of any break -down had arrived. 
Perhaps the train was out of repair, and had not 
started ! At Caltanisetta we should hear. 

So far we had iescaped. " Why not," Hope 
whispered, " to the end ? " Soldato, sinking under 
the weight of wraps and shawls, gently offered 
consolation. " All will be well for the Signora," 
he said, as Furiosa, the maid, emerged from her 
waggoncy with her steely hard-set eyes, offering no 
sympathy. Soldato rushed forward to help her, 
but soon retreated, appalled at her grim face. 

When we remounted, I found myself next to a 
solemn - looking Sicilian, of a stern and reserved 
demeanour. 

At a neighbouring station, another passenger 
got in, who requested permission to smoke, which 
1 accorded. Tobacco, like wine, often unseals the 
lips. No. 2 Sicilian gentleman began to apologise 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. ^l 

for the state of the rails : ** The heavy rains, 
Signora." ** But why do not the Communi send 
men to mend them ?" I asked. 

This view of the matter did not seem to have 
presented itself to him. 

*' Poor Sicily! She is terribly retrogrado!" he 
added, deprecatingly. 

This roused Sicilian gentleman No. i from his 
abstraction. ** I do not see that," he said. 
*' Sicily is a good country ; a little behind, after 
the Continent, perhaps, but nothing to complain 
of. We have a fine soil." 

** Yes," said I ; ** but you can do little to improve 
it while the country is so unsafe. A nobleman I 
know was very nearly captured last year at 
Maniace, on his own land ! " 

Sicilian gentleman No. i turned pale, and moved 
away. To allude to brigandage to a Sicilian is as 
bad as was mentioning death to a Roman. I was 
treading on Sicilian corns with a vengeance. If 
such a subject ever be alluded to, it must be done 
in the most delicate manner. Brigands are 
** unhappy ones" {disgraziati). They only ^^seques- 
trate " when they carry people off and murder them. 
All the capo-briganti are ** Dons." Leone was 
known as Don Antonino. He had his visiting- 
cards. On the arrival of the Prefect Malusardi at 
Palermo, he sent him one : " Leone congratulates 
his Excellency, the Prefect on his arrival." He 
had also his coloured writing-paper, with which 
he addressed delicate missives demanding ransom. 
** If you do not send such and such a sum on such 
and such a day, B.'s throat will be cut before 
nightfall." This on pink paper ! 

Silence ensuing after my last remark, I asked 
if the Signori thought brigandage was really 
extinct. 

Sicilian gentleman No. 2 shook his head. ** As. 
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long as the Government is strong, and can send 
us such Prefects as Malusardi and Corti " 

** They^are unjust men ! " cried the other fiercely, 
knitting his brows. **A hand of iron upon free 
men ! It cannot continue." 

** But it is needful," suggested No. 2. ** It is 
not so long ago that we dared scarcely go abroad ; 
and now the trains are safe without an escort." 

This reasoning was evidently most disfasteful 
to No. I Sicilian gentleman. ** There are galant- 
nomini in Sicily," he retorted, angrily. " Why are 
we all to be treated as malfattori? '' 

** The present system offends the feelings oigalant- 
nomini, Signori ; offends them, I repeat, as indelicato.'' 

** I do not see why that should be," returns the 
other. ** Our throats and our houses, our cattle 
and our goods, are now our own ; before, we had 
to pay ransom for them. Those who have nothing 
to hide thank the Government." 

A very dark and ugly look came over the face 
of No. I Sicilian gentleman when this was said. 
I believe him to have been a mafioso^ perhaps an 
ammonito. Those whom the Government have 
reason to suspect are kept under surveillance : 
they are obliged to be at home at sunset ; and if 
absent without leave, are at once sent off to the 
" Islands " — Tremiti, or Lipari, or Ischia. 

Then Sicilian gentleman No. 2 went on to dilate 
on all the advantages quiet and security had 
brought. " But we are still in the Middle Ages," 
he kept repeating — ^^Proprio nel medicevo" 

The irritation that all this caused to his neigh- 
bour showed itself in a stern, fixed stare, and 
various spasmodic clutchings at his cloak. 

Fortunately, at that moment we stopped at a 
station, and No. i Sicilian gentleman, valise in 
hand, got out, muttering something which sounded 
Jj'ke a threat 
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** I shall always believe that gentleman is a 
mafiosoy^ said No. 2, and laughed. 

Caltanisetta, the capital of the interior of the 
island, is a grey- walled, grey- roofed place, sloping 
down a hill-side into a wooded dell ; quite refresh- 
ing to the eye, after the desolation of the hills. 
Olives and cypresses — even oranges — ^look at us 
with golden eyes ; and there is a general air of 
comfort and civilisation, refreshing to behold — 
quite skin-deep, although, I am told — and that 
there is an impossible inn. 

It was here we were to know if it was ** tvas- 
horgo'' (for, be it remembered, we have no news 
of the missing train). So, arrived at the station, 
I attach myself to one of the brigand-faced guards, 
flanked by Soldato, who offers the use of the 
Sicilian dialect, which I decline, and speak for 
myself in Italian: "Where is the missing courier 
of the train from Palermo, which ought to have 
passed us ?" 

**Here!" cries a hungry- looking creature, in 
very shabby uniform, fumbling with mail- bags. 

*' Here ! And why are you not there ? What 
has happened ? " 

" Well, che vuokj Signora ? There was a break- 
down at Termini." 

"What!" I screamed — ^^trasborgo? Cannot I 
go on ? " 

The courier grinned at me with two rows of 
yellow teeth, and pointed to the hissing engine. 
" Yes, Signora, you can go on. The train on the 
other side could not pass ; but it will be all mended 
before you arrive. The accident (caso) happened 
last night, with the deluge of rain." 

Soldato, drawn up in military line beside me, 
enveloped in bags and wraps, so far forgot himself 
as to call out, "Bravo !" "A thousand excuses, 
Signora!" he adds, saluting with his £ote.-fe^^i^\ 
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** but I am so glad the Signora can proceed. Her 
Excellency cannot conceive what holes these 
country towns are. I could not have suffered to 
see the Signora obliged to wait." 

Soldato was a jewel, it is true ; but there was 
a general benevolence abroad not to be mistaken. 

Finding that a lady was alarmed, I found myself 
the centre of a group of well-wishers and advisers. 
I was generally blessed all round {benedica lei) ; and 
everybody, to encourage, promised me something. 
I was well aware that there was not the wildest 
element of truth in what they said. A common 
Sicilian is incapable of truth : there is some natural 
dispensation which prevents it ; but there are 
certain states of mind when pleasant fiction is 
acceptable. 

It is true the old ticket -taker shook his head. 
" They always say it is mended, Signora ; but the 
fact is, the rail is good for naught (niente di buono) ; 
it is always breaking. I wish you buon viaggio." 

'* Don't listen to him, Signora," whispered 
Soldato, on the other side, helping me back into 
the carriage, and depositing all my ** rolling stock" 
beside me ; ** we shall arrive all right." 

With the brightest of smiles on his nice clean 
face, I saw his dapper, well-set-up figure disappear 
down the line, conducting Furiosa ** the sulky" back 
to her place ; Soldato evidently reasoning with 
her — extending his hands, pointing upwards, 
spreading out both arms, as one who argues, in 
reply to the jabber she was addressing to him, 
composed of no known tongue, but a general 
rechauffi of French, Italian, and German. 

Soldato's keen perception had read her at a 

glance. He had a general idea that her ill-temper 

annoyed me ; therefore, she was to be pacified at 

any price. He was under orders from the General 

himself to spare me all concern. 
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Attention to me was a matter of military dis- 
cipline, and a good soldier piques himself on 
obedience. 

Besides all this devotion on Soldato's part 
(dear little fellow, I can see him now with his dark 
anxious eyes glancing round to ascertain and arrest 
every possible contretemps) ^ his very presence 
ensured for me all kinds of distinction. 

One guard asked me, in that pleasant, familiar, 
respectful way Italians have, ** why I was going 
to Palermo instead of Egypt." " Egypt ! " I cried, 
** I have no intention of going to Egypt." At 
which a little laugh. " I know that Madama is the 
Ambassador's wife at Cairo. Why has she 
changed her mind ? " ** Ambassador ! No, indeed. 
There is no such person." " Then Madama," 
eying me curiously, ** must be the General's wiife 
from Messina ? We were warned to expect both 
these ladies on the line." ** I am English," I 
replied, at which he bowed and retired, quite 
mortified at not having been deemed worthy to 
be trusted with my name. , 

We are long behind our time, and we are 
entering the brigand-country surrounding Palermo, 
where Leone, in his time, rambled all over the 
square-topped hills at his sweet will, stabbing 
some aged sheep- clad peasant, who he feared 
would betray him ; knocking an old woman on 
the head, supposed to possess gold hid in 
a stocking ; abducting some innocent young 
peasant, sitting under a rock watching her 
goats ; and slaying and hacking peaceful oxen 
droves. 

The whole surface of the interior is solitary, 
broken into rugged scorched - looking undulations, 
a continual up and down, with here and there an 
eccentric-shaped mountain, such as Calagero — 
more like a demon than anything else — and ^^xis^ 
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hill -sides without a shelter. Where the brigands 
hid themselves I cannot tell. 

Touching the barrenness of the interior, it must 
be borne in mind that Sicily was once one vast 
forest, which for ages furnished timber, not only 
for internal walls and defences, but for the fleets 
of Carthage and of Rome. The natural features 
of the landscape were shrouded under luxuriant 
folds of magnificent woods of ash, chestnut, and 
oak, such as still gird the lower summits of Etna 
— a wonder and a delight. The myriad trunks of 
trees cut from the friable volcanic soil, the tom-up 
roots, under a humid climate (for Sicily is, was, 
and ever will be damp), gradually denuded the 
land of all fertilizing earth, which falling into the 
deep valleys was washed away by stream and 
river, leaving the upper crust bared as we now 
see it ; the winter overflows of dammed-up waters 
forming those vast tracts of morass and lake on 
the low lands, such as one sees in passing from 
Catania to Syracuse. 

Poor Sicily for centuries had golden eggs to lay 
for the civilized universe, and now the goose is 
dead ! 



.1. 'it •!' ^ 
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The November day was wearing into darkness. 

I could see nothing of Termini, on the northern 

shores, but I could hear the splash of the waves 

against the rocks. Termini la splendissimay in the 

time of Frederick II. ; but a dirty little burg 

now, with the eccentric height of Monte Car- 

log^o frowning over it, crested with snow — the 

Jl4feriu)tbed of mafia and brigandism. I would 

^^ ^Vjf^ adventurous traveller to be trepanned 

f ^Bpi^g there, or climbing the picturesque 

^Brhich the castle stands. 

^■i came next, the fief of the great Paler- 
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initan family which bears that name with its 
heritage of beauty — their baronial castle sur- 
mounting the town, lying on a lovely shore, amid 
groves of oranges, olives, bananas, sumach, and 
figs. Then, after a while, we stop. The guard 
shouts out " Palermo ! " and we descend. 




CHAPTER XII. 

The Station — Soldato's Ra^e — Bella Trinacria — Family 
Linen — Streets — Promenades — Coronets — Churches — 
Palazzo Reale — Moorish Palermo. 

I T was twelve o'clock at ni^ht, pitch 
dark, and pouring with ram. 

I had arrived by the great interior 
route, the sole channel of commu- 
nication from east to west. The rail, 
in fact, that is to civilize, educate, 
d enrich Sicily. 
There is one omnibus to a hotel to which I am 
twt going, and some fiacres. There is also a 
howling and screaming population of men and 
boys, who fall on us travellers savagely, and 
vociferate something unintelligible in their horrible 
dialect, in which Arabic prevails. What these 
creatures would have said, and what they would 
have done, without Soldato, I tremble to think. 
There was not a gendarme or Publico Sicuztzza 
to be seen ; the unclean rabble had it ail to them- 

Soldato, dear little fellow, charged in among 
them like a bull -dog. I saw his dapper little ■ 
form and glazed plumed hat darting about, always 
in the act of administering a blow. 
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Laden with bags and wrappers, as was his 
normal condition all that live -long day from 
Catania, he butted with them against the invading 
force of ragged, naked-legged boys, and sinister 
bearded men, who welled up out of impure corners 
like vermin, and drove them off like flies. 

When he had made a fair field, the gallant little 
fellow retired panting. ** Canaglia ! Pigs!" he 
muttered, under his breath, to me and Furiosa, 
standing under shelter, witnesses of the fight. Then, 
recovering himself, and giving a military salute, in 
a tone as if nothing had happened, he asked me 
** what carriage I would please to select." 

** Any one ; only let us get away," I answered. 

The choice of a vehicle brought Furiosa to the 
fore. I heard her shrill voice paramount in the 
pattering rain. The sight of our boxes was more 
than the degraded creatures of facchini could 
bear. Spite of Soldato, they charged in again, 
endeavouring to seize and bear them off to some 
particular fiacre, where they might reckon on a 
buona mano from the driver. 

This time Soldato's rage knew no bounds. He 
rushed out into the muddy road and kicked them 
back, swearing savagely. One wretched lad, much 
taller than himself, he seized by the neck and 
spun him round as a dog does a rat. 

** You ! " he cried, casting him off into some 

dim shade, "• Begone ! Appear not ! Vanish ! " 

At last, in a shrill chorus from Furiosa 
(her combative temper excited by the general 
scrimmage), we did get my solitary box — the same 
which had been battered by the naked feet of 
Filippo's boy, on my passage round Etna to 
Maniace — attached to a kind of landau, and drove 
off through some of the meanest and gloomiest 
streets I ever saw. 



^ 
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The Bella Trinacria is a very common - place 
city indeed — also exceedingly dirty ; not to be 
compared with Catania, or specially Messina, 
where the splendid Marina, or sea promenade, 
extends for miles. 

In Palermo there is not a single house alike, or 
palace worthy of the name. All are low- pitched 
and shabby ; each, either in street or square, 
existing solely for itself. In one point alone all 
are uniform, and that is in the display of family 
linen. The universal fashion of balconies, even to 
the topmost story, in the veriest hovels, facilitates 
this agreeable arrangement. Strings of unmen- 
tionable garments wave from pole to pole, far out 
over the street, like flags — in the archways or in 
the courtyards. The locale changes according to 
the dignity of the house, but the custom never. 

On first arriving, you mass Palermo into three 
or four great lines : 

First of all, the Marina, fronting the sea, a very 
short promenade indeed, planted with trees, and 
paved. On the land side is chaos (the Marina is 
due north). No houses of any size or beauty 
front this way, save only the dingy fa9ade of the 
Trabia palace, an overgrown, decrepid - looking 
building, wofuUy in want of repair. Then a fine 
extent of blank wall, and an iron gate ; beyond 
the Flora — quite an uninteresting garden, con- 
sidering the amazing facilities of the climate — 
a further short promenade, and then the Marina 
ends. 

Think of this beside the miles of magnificent 
palaces and villas at Nice, Leghorn, and Brighton ! 

Palermo has a poetic name, an atmosphere 
of romance ; one traveller follows another in 
admiration. I simply bring it before the public 
as it isj a mere modern excrescence without a 
charm. 
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In the midst of this sea walk is the Porta Felic6, 
so little magnificent, I declare, I had looked at it 
for two days before it struck me what it was ! 
From the Porta Felice, one long vista of one long 
street — the Corso, the ancient Cassaro (from 
Alcuyars, Arab for palace, to which it leads) — 
carries the eye down quite a mile to the arch of 
Porta Nuova and the Cathedral. Lest you should 
fall into undue admiration, let me assure you the 
Corso is so narrow, the houses are so low, the 
shops so deplorable, the length produces no effect 
at all. 

The line is broken about the middle by a small 
circular space called the Quattro Cantoni, where 
some slight decoration and an attempt at fountains 
occur, only increasing the plainness and shabbiness 
of the rest. 

Here the Corso is crossed by another street, as 
long, as narrow, and insignificant as the Corso, 
called Via Macqueda. 

Thus you have the form of Palermo : forming, 
with the Corso and Via Macqueda, a long Latin 
cross ; the intersecting streets, so nasty and 
repulsive, none but a native is likely to thread 
their mazes. 

The Via Macqueda — as mean and devoid of 
glass shop-fronts, or display of stuffs, jewellery, 
fruit, pastry, books, flowers, prints, china, or any 
other wares, as the Corso — ends in a broad pro- 
menade, bordered by orange groves, bounded by 
gigantic hedges of prickly pears, and is succeeded 
by the Giardino Inglese, so deplorably kept, it is a 
pain to walk in it. Here and there one is consoled 
by the sight of some lovely tropical shrub, wild 
and beautiful in spite of the neglect ; a glittering 
pointsettia, or an odorous calicanthus, as tall and 
massive as a house. 

This broad promenade, ending two miles off, in 
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the royal villa of the Favorita, is the Cascine or 
Hyde Park of Palermo, where wealth and beauty 
displays itself in the afternoon. I cannot say 
much for the equipages or the horses, but one 
thing particularly did strike me. Every carriage 
bears a coronet in its panels. One-horse gigs 
drawn by animals so tired and limping, one asks 
oneself, Is it the force of gravity that keeps them 
on their legs, or the mysterious fetish of the 
coronet outside ? Landaus for families, barouphes 
and broughams — . *' Do these Dukes, Barons, and 
Princes," I ask myself, ** really possess the courage 
to display themselves in such equipages ? A 
Prince out on gala in a one-horse shay, for 
instance, is surely an anomaly." ** Not at all," is 
the answer I receive. ** These are only fiacres." 

What a bitter irony on the universal titledom of 
Sicily ! It is quite a relief to meet a Baron, one 
is so tired of hob - nobbing with Princes unknown 
to the Almanac de Gotha, or any Christian 
community out of this island. 

Too much sweet turns sour. We all know the 
story of the pastrycook's boy, who, allowed to 
make himself sick with tarts, never touched one 
again. On this principle, the broadcast harvest 
of titles makes the Sicilians hot Republicans. 

I am leaving you in the English garden, at the 
end of the Via Macqueda. I refuse absolutely to 
speak of the wall of piled-up mountains sweeping 
down in such delicate harmonies close to the 
town. I refuse to observe the tinted purples of 
their sides — the cobalt shadows, and the flicks of 
opaline light upon the red basaltic cliffs of grand 
old Monte Pellegrino. I am talking about the 
city of Palermo as it is — not the environs. Writers 
mix up the two. 

About and around the Giardino Inglese there 
is a new quarter, with broad sti^^^.'^ ^\A ^^^- 

Fbl. II. 7 
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roofed houses, leading down to the mole or 
harbour ; also innumerable villas, dotted about in 
delicious gardens. But these villas are also low- 
pitched and ignobly proportioned, after those of 
Naples. I can only recall the Belmonte Villa, 
standing on an arm of the bay, as an exception. 

I do not here allude to the Saracenic villa of the 
Ziza or the Cuba, in perfect proportions. I have 
said the squares are small : one might say none 
exist at all. The Piazza Marina, near the Porta 
Felice — (it makes me laugh to think how I over- 
looked that much-extolled monument of Marcan- 
tonio Colonna, Viceroy of Sicily)— is a long 
irregular space, consisting of the most hetero- 
geneous collection of houses — coloured yellow, 
pink, buff, and lilac — some old, some new; some 
high, some low, with balconies jutting out in all 
directions — ^the family linen fluttering in the breeze. 

A very bald and ugly old building — the Palace 
of the Tribunals (Palazzo dei Tribunali) — on one 
side, beside the pleasant little Hotel de France — a 
treasure of warmth in winter — and the Zecca, or 
Royal Mint . 

One would not look twice at the Piazza Marina 
but for the exquisite garden in the centre, with its 
glorious assemblage of tropical vegetation ; the 
good-natured custode always ready to pluck a 
branch of jasmine from a bush ten feet high, or 
a posy of pale-blue plumbago running quite wild 
among the palms, bamboos, bananas, and Norfolk 
pines. 



*! 
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The guide-books mention a catalogue of churches, 

equal (in number, at least) to those of Rome. 

But, excepting the Norman-Saracenic churches — 

always curious specimers of a imique style of 

arcAitecture, blending tvjo s>\iek antagonistic 
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elements as early Gothic and later Moorish — there 
is little to interest the stranger. 

The Cathedral, standing well out alone at the 
extremity of the Corso, is a massive monument of 
the twelfth century. At first sight, one mistakes 
it for an elongated mosque, so Saracenic are its 
arches and mouldings ; but one is brought up sud- 
denly by a horrible cupola — a discrepancy of the 
late Bernini period, so fatal to mediaeval archi- 
tecture all over the South. 

The Palazzo Reale occupies one side of a rough 
piazza, more like a sandy common than a square. 
A Babel of buildings, of various ages, most 
irregularly massed together, the modern greatly 
predominating. 

There is a pretty little Moorish-looking pavilion 
on a terrace to the north, appropriated by Gari- 
baldi when Dictator of Sicily; a saloon, where all 
the winds of heaven meet and whistle ; and a bed- 
room, in which you cannot turn round. 

No wonder the hero suffered from rheumatism ! 

I say nothing at present of the interesting Pala- 
tine Chapel, a finer specimen of Byzantine mosaics 
than San Marco at Venice ; nor of the spacious 
hall, where the ancient Sicilian Parliament was 
held ; the Sala di Vicere, with its full-length 
portraits of the Spanish and Neapolitan Viceroys ; 
and the famous Sala* Normana, encrusted below 
the roof with a curious band of mosaics in the 
Moorish taste — peacocks, swans, and ducks, 
lions and leopards, all walking round the 
hall in pairs, as if out of a Noah's ark, amid 
brilliant groves of palms and bananas, where 
huntsmen pursuing stags are depicted through the 
trees ; — I am simply dealing with the exterior of 
this far-famed town. 

■J* 
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^inntn flowing through a morass, as the papyrus, 
from wfiirli it l?jkcs its name, only grows on watery 
*;iil}i Of from the upheaving of the earth, it is 
( rf |;iin th;it in 972 the mouth of the great port, in 
wlii^ h ihe S;ir;icenic tirenes lay, reached down as 
in\ n'» Ihr ('hiirrli of San Antonio on one side, and 
Ihp ( liUK h of San ('aterina on the other. 

'I he pii'fwnt piaz/a, in which stands my abode, 
Ihr Motel (!(• Prance, the Butera-Trabia Palace, 
It nil the Mint, were on the opposite shore, and only 
In he le.K he<l hy hoats. 

The I'lnii's l*al.ice, now the royal Palazzo, on 
ill' • le nl the pi'estMU Piazza Reale, lay on the 
e»l^e \»l the Moiuish eity, as it still stands, on the 
seifie ol the nuulem wall. 

1 U\l Paletnio was divided into five regions (har&t) 

i%\\\\ {\\\\ M^ called cilios, having bastions and walls: 

/«r Ai^vA.*#» otv lUc central tou^ue of land — the 
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ancient centre — surrounded by solid defences 
flanked with towers, and inhabited by the prin- 
cipal merchants and nobles; and the KkaUsa, the 
abode of the Sultan and his Court, with its country 
outlook to the mountains and verdant plains 
towards Eageria, now studded with villas and 



CHAPTER XIII. 



THANK God I got out of the Hotel 
Tnnacria without an illness ! Beware 
of it, unsuspicious traveller, m wittier.' 
It stands due north to the sea, a 
handsome building, part of the Trabia 
Palace, with spacious rooms and an 
excellent table , but, oh, so impossibly cold and 
cheerless ! 

Fancy a huge edifice in a cold, narrow street, 
the flags always met, a big doorway open, ditto a 
court, then a staircase to the top of the house, 
five stories, so windy that I aver Boreas makes 
a rendezvous there, with Libeccio Tramontana 
Greco (not Sirocco, for that is warm), and that 
they roar and rollick themselves at their good will, 
unimpeded by any door. 

I, who am chilly and want sun, was ushered by 
Mr. Ragusa, the landlord, to the fourth story, " to 
see the sun." 

About fifty steps up I remonstrated: "Now 
really, Mr. Ragusa, this is too high." He, with a 
lively air, contemplating me, blue-eyed and smiling, 
airily poised before a bust of Garibaldi, declaring 
"('( was nothing." 
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My breath returning, on we started again, in 
search of the sun ! — " the only room in the hotel 
where there was sun." 

On we climbed — third story, fourth story, colder 
and colder. As we approached the " dome of 
heaven," as poets say, I had become resigned, 
and wandered on indefinitely. Mr. Ragusa, trip- 
ping in front, now turned short off to the right, 
and passed into a narrow passage, roofed with 
rafters put crossways, like an annex, kindly ex- 
plaining to me as we went that ** we were passing 
into the upper story of another palace, which his 
father had added to the corps de logis, precisely on 
account of those demands for sun from a trouble- 
some public. 

Down a long icy passage, he turned into a 
little room, evidently cut off from the rest by a 
temporary division of laths and plaster — a chill, 
wretched little place — until lately a bedroom, with 
one window, commanding a view of neighbouring 
house-roofs and the tops of two domes. 

My heart sank within me. " It feels so cold," 
I remonstrated, " and the price enormous ! Why, 
you are asking me more, Mr. Ragusa, than I paid 
for a suite of rooms in Rome !" ** In what hotel, 
madam?" with a supercilious air. ** There are 
hotels and hotels!" **The Hotel de Russe," I 
replied. ** I cannot regulate myself by the price 
of any other establishment. Our expenses at 
Palermo are enormous." "Ah!" said I, slightly 
satirical. " I never went into a hotel in my life 
that I was not told the same thing." 

Mr. Ragusa, arranging the folds of a pair of 

white muslin curtains, in which there was a large 

rent, affected not to hear. ** My price, madam, is 

fixed; I make no alteration." 

h / agreed to it. Tired and sick after the long 

journey from Catania {I \vad s\e^\. >l\\^ ^x^t ni^ht 
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at the Hotel des Palmes, where they put me in an 
attic), I could contend no more. 

Believing in the sun, which Mr. Ragusa declared 
would soon present itself, I closed the door and 
sat down to rest. 

Presently I became aware of an extraordinary 
freshness in the air. But for the fact of being in 
a house, I could have sworn I was sitting in a 
garden. Fresh air is healthy, but not in drafts at 
Christmas. I shifted my position. Worse and 
worse. I appeared to have become the centre of 
a series of mysterious currents, playing round me 
as on a harp. Could I be turning like a windmill ? 
I got up — I ought to have done so before — and 
examined the confines of the little territory for 
which I was to pay so dear. There were three 
doors and one window. The sympathy between 
them all was absolute. Not one of the doors shut, 
the locks refusing absolutely to remain closed on 
any terms ; the windows gaped and rattled. 

From everywhere the outer air was pouring in 
unchecked. The muslin curtains agitated them- 
selves as if shaken by spirit hands; the table- 
cover, not to be behind-hand, shook as if a ghost 
was concealed under it. ** A fire," you say. Yes, 
there was a fire (of olive wood, five francs a basket) ; 
but what was a fire of olive wood, under a roof 
which let in wind at every pore ? 

^^ %l^ ^^ ^^ ^w 

*f* ^^ 0^ ^^ 9^ 

For one week did I endure this torture. Some- 
times it was on my shoulder, sometimes on my 
neck, or in the small of my back ; then it changed, 
and ran upon my feet, which I vainly covered with 
railway wrappers. All days were alike in this 
miserable little room. The variations of the out- 
ward atmosphere availed not. Was it warm, was 
it cold, the wind always blew, and it was alwa^js. 
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glacial. I froze in the morning; I shivered at 
mid-day. When I went out I threw off my wraps; 
when I returned I resumed them. 

At last I determined to leave. It was cowardly 
not to have done so before, but I think Mr. Ragusa 
had bewitched me. Once resolved to go, no power 
on earth would have kept me ; but I acted in a 
most abject manner. 

I waited until Mr. Ragusa went out ; then, with 
my umbrella in my hand (it had rained and blown 
ever since my arrival), I passed quietly out of the 
hotel, as if for exercise. I left a little note — I fear 
it was in some respects a very humble little note ; 
but the week's sufferings had really reduced me to 
drivelling. 

The necessary arrangements of bill-paying and 
packing were performed by my maid, Furiosa. 
She has a temper and a tongue equal to anything — 
certainly to Mr. Ragusa ! 

^ 1** ^ ^ ^ 

In my flight I was assisted by Mr. Rose, vice- 
consul and banker. He engaged two snug rooms 
for me at the Hotel de France, full to the sunshine. 

The moment I entered, a delightful atmosphere 
enwrapped me. There was a dear little saloon on 
the first floor, all glowing with red velvet ; there 
were consoles, with mirrors, clocks, and vases ; a 
painted ceiling ; actually a carpet and a verandah ! 
Imagine my feelings ! I had become so utterly 
debased and jellified that I give you my word I 
passed the whole morning in enjoying the room 1 
I walked up and down, sat in all the chairs, tried 
the position of the sofa, trifled with the orna- 
ments, sunned myself at the window in real sun- 
shine, finally reseating myself, my feet on the 
fender, in a state of beatitude. 
From the window I could see the purple moun- 
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tains changing with the light, as with a transparent 
garment, ant! feast my eyes upon a public garden, 
where a fountain splashed up fifty feet high, to fall 
hack on parterres of Salvia's hibiscus, plumbago, 
violets, mignonette, and lilies, all abloom, backed 
by tree ferns, palms and pointsettias, with lofty 
canne and bamboos, flinging themselves about as 
if in spasms. 

Stranger, accept the moral ! In winter go to 
the Hotel de France — cheap, warm, commodious ; 
in summer regulate yourself with blue-eyed Mr. 
Ragusa, of whom beware. 

As to the Hotel de Palms — once the abode of a 
millionaire, Mr. Ingham, and therefore nnadapted 
by its conformation to receive the public, spite 
of its lovely tropical gardens and flat roof-tops (an 
open-air conservatory, blazing with rare flowers) 
— unless you are a retired Kedive or a Russian 
Princess, and can engage the sumptuous suite of 
rooms on the first floor, avoid it ; else you will 
starve in a back room, or be relegated to a fur- 
nished passage ! 



CHAPTER XIV. 



j] L O R I O is the merchant prince of 
Palermo— the richest man in Sicily^ 
at least worth three millions sterling ! 
His fleet of steamers sail to the 
remotest corners of the world ; his 
boats circumambulate the island 
ports ; he deals in wine, he deals in sulphur, in 
fruits and oranges. At Palermo alone he employs 
upwards of a thousand persons. This is the great 
Florio ! 
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Personally, he is pleasant and simple ; frank in 
manner and generous in mind ; as far as possible 
removed from the vulgar millionaire. 

His father was a small chemist in Palermo. 
The paternal shop still remains in the Corso, 
transformed into an elegant pharmacy. As it can 
be no possible object to Florio in point of gain, 
one must accept it as an indication of his unosten- 
tatious nature. 

Madame Florio, being noble, overrides social 
prejudices against her husband, and assembles the 
chic of the Palermitan society three times a week. 

Strange to say, with the Mafia ever present 
in Palermo, they live outside the walls, near the 
Olivezza, one of the very worst neighbourhoods. 

Villa Florio is a long, straggling house, where 
murder might be committed at one end, and rape 
at the other, with no one the wiser. It abuts on a 
public road, with no pretension to splendour ; 
indeed, paint and decoration are greatly needed. 

Why, in the land of sequestrations and of ran- 
soms. Baron Florio — he is a baron, but, with great 
good sense, suppresses the title — should place 
himself ostentatiously in a dangerous quarter is 
for him to explain. 

People wink and say, " Florio will never be 
taken." If he werc^ a king's ransom would not free 
him. Yet he comes and goes from his office down 
at the mole, and returns to his villa in the Olivezza, 
quite freely and with no apparent fear. So does 
another aged millionaire banker we all know, 
accredited with five hundred thousand pounds a 
year. All I can say is, it is suggestive of black 
mail. 

Well, there was to be a ball at the Villa Florio, 

and I went with a party outside the Porta Mac- 

queda, along a road with patrols of mounted 

guards posted almost in line, as\i iiv a. besieged city. 
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(We have carefully planned to go by one gate 
and return by another, in order to dodge any plan 
to stop and capture us.) 

Arrived at an entrance, we descend ; the very 
elegant princess with whom 1 came, shaking 
out her voluminous skirts in an anteroom lined by 
at least thirty servants in livery. 

Madame Florio, in white, gave us a real welcome 
(Sicilian hospitality is proverbial, and may, in 
our time, be said to exceed our own), and Florio 
himself joined in — square, full-faced, and hearty. 

Card-tables are spread all about, and the gentle- 
men are already smoking. Further on, a congerie 
of a dozen smallish rooms open one into the other, 
like a puzzle — a red room, a lilac room, a pompa- 
dour room, expressly decorated by Palermitan 
artists, and so on. 

The great gallery was unfinished — (how they 
ever finish anything in Palermo is the wonder) — 
so the ladies tuck up their trains and dance gaily 
in the smaller rooms ; not in one room only, but in 
little entrances and tiny boudoirs, with just room 
to turn, among sofas and vases ; 6tageres, with 
precious wares ; and satin and velvet portieres, in 
a perfumed warmth, hot with the scent of migno- 
nette, heliotrope, and verbena. 

A most elegant company. Lovely women — 
lustrous-eyed, pale, intense-looking — and splendid 

men, specially the Marchese C , a swarthy 

Adonis, with sweeping black whiskers and curling 
hair. No absolute Queen of Beauty, but beauty 
broadcast and of great distinction. 

The young Princess St. E , daughter of an 

Ambassador, with quiet, courtly grace, bending 
her violet - crowned head, made an involuntary 

picture. The Princess C , covered with 

diamonds — a bona roba style, extraordinary at i&. 
Princess T , born in the p\ii^\e, ^.'s* ^"^V^xxvss^^ 
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— carrying herself like a girl, with a real girl beside 
her, fascinating with French graces. 

Great ladies are monotonous all the world over ; 
but these are simple and charming, among the 
cramming together of furniture and dancers, 
where we have to stand stock-still, or to walk 
over feet and trains of a phalanx of ladies. 

It was all like one happy family, except that it 
was a family devoid of men. Except the dancers, 
these all clustered about the card-tables and the 
smoking-rooms, leaving the ladies huddled pell- 
mell as they could, chattering and laughing. 

They say these strange arrangements have their 
origin in jealousy. The husbands, as a rule, are 
all faithful, and the wives constant. (This in 
Italy !) There is little scandal, and the society too 
intime to admit of intrigue. If Princess M.'s 
husband shows an undue longing for the wife of 
Duke B., Princess M. would call a committee 
of maternal relatives and friends, and remon- 
strate ; all which committee would go up and 
down the town with such long faces and dolorous 
details, that whatever guilty intentions Prince M. 
might entertain, they would be nipped in the bud 
before such a claque, (It is also to be noted 
that husbands always accompany their wives ; 
and that if the husband is absent, it is considered 
mauvais gendre for the wife to go out alone.) 

All this results in great stupidity : the conversa- 
tional powers strained to the utmost to amuse ; 
and ladies wishing each other at the deuce — 
rows and rows of them, pretending to be gay, with 
straying eyes wandering towards the males — one, 
bolder than the rest, having insinuated himself 
into the ranks. 

When I was actually faint from the vain exer- 
tion of trying to be entertaining, a door opened, 
ipjad tea was announced. 
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In a millionaire's house, "tea" is a term of 
many-sided significance. Iced champagne, the 
choicest fruits, the rarest flowers. 

Not a bit ! Florio, the kindest of men, does it 
all to order, I am sure, and notices nothing. The 
tea was a tea simply — on the smallest of tables, 
for sixty people, mostly women, who all stood 
pecking — an urn and cups, sandwiches, cake, and 
brandy- cherries. I suppose there was a supper, 
but I did not stay. 

My heart sank : scant space to sit, and no 
conversation ! 

The most remarkable thing about the whole 
exhibition was, as we went out, a table covered 
with every kind of arms — pistols, revolvers, knives, 
sword-sticks and daggers — deposited, with their 
hats, by the gentlemen ! 

Thus we live at Palermo ! 



The utter want of knowing how to receive is 
remarkable. " We are all one family, and we all 
meet every day," said the pretty fat princess of 28. 

This "all one family" explains much of the 
patriarchal simplicity. La famiglia is everything 
at Palermo. Parents still receive the old-fashioned 
homage of past ages, and no Americanisms are 
allowed. The Dowager- Princess, or Duchess, at 
home in her salon, poses as on an altar, the centre 
of family worship — not ostentatious, but constant 
and sincere — from mature sons, married daughters, 
and daughters-in-law. Here the traditionary 
hatred between these two is unknown. Even 
Balzac would have evolved no tragic family 
studies from an amiable society among whom, if 
one member is sick or dying, the rest stay at 
home. 

Each fits into his or her place ml\\ \.\\fc x^'e.'^^ss.'sis* 



94 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 

of a mosaic. One hears of no rebels. Tempers 
accommodate themselves ; lives assimilate in har- 
mony. The fierce passions of the South exist, but 
are kept well out of sight. Grande passions among 
married people either are not, or the contumacious 
ones are, tabooed. ** The injured one " beating he 
rappel round the town, among the ramifications of 
her or his clan, and collecting such a phalanx of 
outraged virtue, the offender is brought perforce 
to justice. 

This is the bright side of Sicilian life ; and it is 
very bright, and redeems a mountain of wrong. 

A Palermitan sticks to his home. He thinks 
the whole world is condensed into the little island 
of Sicily. To the stranger this appears a species 
of fanaticism — a mild monomania ; but the cause 
is ** family life." 

To leave Palermo is to leave everyone beloved ; 
to be in Palermo is heaven. This feeling descends 
into the lower ranks with the same intensity. The 
servant, punished as a thief or an incipient criminal, 
condemned to do^nicilio coalto (banishment), would 
ten times rather be imprisoned in the foulest prison 
at home than enjoy comparative liberty abroad in 
the islands ! 

The prison is on Sicilian soil ; the windows are 
large, and only barred. Through them he can 
gaze on his beloved mountains, or, with a hungry 
look, skim the surface of that azure main that 
girds the island of his love. 

Sicily in all ages has been a subject country, 
and the Sicilian loves it with the ardour of a slave. 
For good or for bad, amor patria is the backbone 
of native life. Not to gain money, like the Swiss, 
or to labour, like the Scotch, and then return home 
to die ; but to live there, and to starve there, is 
a privilege beyond price ! 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The Mafia — Commands Issued — Disobedience — Death — 
Ransom — Master and Servant — Princely Mafioso — 
Arab Blood — Forrester Rose and Leone — Black Mai] — 
"Can such things be?" — Hand-in-hand with Brigands — 
Mantengoli. 

D H E Mafia is a confederation, which 
has its ramifications in every branch 
of society. Nothing is too high, 
nothing too low. It holds its secret 
meetings — like the Vehmgerichl— in 
the city, in a cavern, in a wine-shop, 
a country village, a feudal castJe, on the bare 
mountain-side, or in an o range- grove ; anywhere 
^nowhere. Members assemble, decrees are pro- 
mulgated, intelligence received, commands issued. 
For a member to disobey its decree is certain 
death ; to trifle with it, is death also. If he does 
not satisfy the tribunal, some one is told off to 
despatch him. 

All this in the middle of Palermo — in the nine- 
teenth century ! 

Yet I — who hold the pen, writing on the spot — 
can tell you it is true as gospel ! 

We will suppose orders are issued to " seques- 
trate" a particular individual for a ransom. Certain 
of the lower affiUated are told off to do it. They 
may be the person's own relations ; but they are 
bound, at the risk of their own lives, to obey. 

The person disappears. Where is he concealed ? 
In a mediaeval palace, perhaps, in the Corso, 
whose master is a Mafioso (those brigands "in 
white kid gloves" who betray their country); in 
a grotto on the side of Monte Gtlffcttia-^ '«i. ^KSTOfc 
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low haunt in the suburbs, or far away in the 
mountains . 

The Mafia knows, and commands precisely what 
shall be done to him. You naturally ask what 
the police are about ? Where is the prefect ? The 
troops ? The commander-in-chief? The generals ? 

Until the affair of the ransom is arranged, they 
can do nothing. The blood of the sequestrated 
man would be in their hands. The authorities 
would be branded as murderers. 

Such is Sicily ! 

It is utterly useless to apply to the family. It 
is a risk of life — a certainty of death, to divulge 
the smallest clue during the negotiation of the 
ransom. You might put the whole afflicted family 
into a mill and pound them into powder, and you 
would get nothing out of them ! 

When the ransom is paid, then the authorities 
can act, and the family will furnish particulars. 

Now as to the brigands. We will suppose that 
a man in Sicily commits a crime. Everyone helps 
him. He is Poverino, MeschinOy to be generally pitied 
and petted, until he takes to the road. These are 
the native morals ! 

From time immemorial your Sicilian is a law- 
breaker and a bandit. To run off with someone 
or something, is as old as the time of Pluto. 
Pluto is the first recorded brigand. On the fair 
shores of the lake of Enna, still to be seen, as I 
have said, under the mountain of Castro Giovanni, 
Pluto sequestered Proserpine ; only Pluto gave 
Mother Ceres no chance of paying riscatto. He 
carried Proserpine straight down to hell, and hept 
her there. 

Ever since, "the road" is the treasure- trove 

of Sicily. If your Sicilian wants to marry his 

daughter, and the dote asked is beyond his means, 

l^e goes to the road to seek \l, U Vv\s Korse dies, and 
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he cannot get another — the road I If his house is 
burnt down, or there is a murrain among his goats, 
or the harvest fail, or the sulphur mine gives out — 
the road ! 

If he be a man without the law, he goes on 
from robbing to murder ; if he be a man only 
robbing for a purpose, he quietly puts the money 
in his purse and resumes his usual life, until the 
next pressing emergency occurs. 

This is brigandage, and all brigands are Mafiosi. 

Alter the case. Suppose a rich man, a noble, 
with gambling debts perhaps, or living beyond his 
means, wants money. The Sicilian noble does 
not go himself upon the road. Oh, no ! He em- 
ploys a Leone or a Valvo. He shares the spoils, 
and gives them his protection. This is the Mafia. 

The claims of the bond assert themselves in 
the minutest circumstances of life, as in the most 
important. 

You want, say, to engage a porter or a gardener. 
You see a person who suits you, and all but arrange 
with him. An acquaintance, suspected of being 
a Mafioso, drops in as if by chance. ** You are look- 
ing out for a servant, I hear?" "Yes." ** I can 
recommend you just the one you want." ** Thank 
you ; I am already suited." The Mafioso says 
nothing, he is too discreet ; but he learns who is 
about to come, goes to him, and says, " If you 
take that place with Signore, as he wishes you, 
amico mio, we will kill you ! " 

The servant, trembling all over, goes immedi- 
ately to Signore . He says, in his mild Sicilian 

way, with a stony face nothing can move, and 
lips ready to form to any lie without quivering 
— " Signor, I am sorry to find I cannot have the 
honour of serving your Excellency." " Ha ! why 
not ? I thought we were agreed. Has anyone 
been speaking to you ? Are -^om ^it^\^ oV *Cc^^ 

roi II. B 
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Mafia?" ** Ch6 ! Ch6 ! EcceUenza, the Mafia!" 
(Not a feature betrays him.) " What has a poor 
man Hke me to do with the Mafia ? But my wife 
is ill, EcceUenza ; she wants me at home. Receive 
my thanks." And he bows himself out, and un- 
suspecting Signore — gets a dangerous Mafioso 
into his house instead. 

Take another instance. A prince — there are so 
many in Sicily ; but this one is well known — has 
an only daughter. She, the principessina, is asked 
in marriage by a young man to whom she is 
attached. The princely father opposes the mar- 
riage. The young man is not well-born enough. 
Indeed, the father goes further than opposition, 
and is heard to declare " that he will take care the 
marriage shall never take place,'' Soon after the young 
lover is shot, accidentally y in a vineyard, by the 
coachman of the prince! 

This coachman has no reason for committing 
what is, in fact, a cold-blooded murder; but the 
will of his master (a Mafioso) is paramount. It 
would be death either way. He is imprisoned, 
while the prince walks at large, received as an 
honourable member of society. 

Everyone knows the prince had the lover shot ; 
but the little affair is managed by the Mafia. The 
coachman never speaks, and never will, that is 
certain ; and he is now out of prison. 

I hear you asking how men can be so atrociously 
wicked. One must go down very deep for the cause. 

Sicily was for ages an African colony. It is 
said that about Palermo and Girgenti (another 
stronghold of the Mafia) the Moorish population 
were noted as being the most cruel in the island ; 
at Catania, Syracuse, and Messina — never in 
the same way infected by the Mafia — the Moors 
were of a milder- conditioned race, living peaceably 
with their neighbours. 
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The idleness of your Sicilian — his sloth^ rather — 
is another potent reason. By nature and race the 
Palermitan is cruel ; but he is also idle. To crouch 
sleeping in the sun, under the shadow of an arch- 
way ; to kick his heels, lying flat upon a wall, and 
be hilled to sleep by the splash of the waves ; to 
crack beans, or skin a cactus fruit behind a corner ; 
to fling the husk of one and the rind of another in 
the face of one weaker than himself; to loiter in 
rags on the Corso begging, and hear the news, 
picking a pocket between whiles if occasion offiers • 
— this is your Sicilian ! 

The struggle to lead a laborious life is too much 
for him. Any vagabond, bolder and cunninger 
than his fellows, can make his living by threats. 
N aturally he selects cowards as his prey. (Cowards 
are not hard to find in Sicily.) 

The vagabond is rarely unsuccessful. Later he 
becomes a Mafioso — robs, cuts throats, and steals 
cattle. If ambitious, he may buy estates at half- . 
price, and possibly marry with a noble lady. 

Many of the oldest families, bearing the most 
illustrious names, are Mafiosi. They are known 
to be so, and to be closely connected with the 
blood-thirsty ruffians they employ ! It has always 
been said ten francs is high payment for a life in 
Palermo ! 

When Forester Rose was captured by Leone, 
he told him all the news day by day. He also 
apologised for not serving him' with champagne. 
** He had sent for it to Palermo," Leone said; 
**but there was some mistake — it had not come." 

Now, it is no use to say these things are out of 
date, when only last year, in the spring, a Sicilian 
duke was sequestrated at Trapani, and had to pay 
the value of six thousand pounds sterling ransom ; 
and Viscount Bridport, at his estate of Maniace, 
was simply saved from capture b^ tVv^ Oc^-ax^^^ ^N- 

8 * 
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his son being at hand with a gun, and firing at 
the villains who had crept up to the house. 

People, excellent people, according to the 
Sicilian standpoint of morals, go a step further, 
and actually submit to pay a sort of black-mail. I 
know the instance of a Senator of United Italy, 
who lived on his estate in the country for two years, 
resolutely resisting the Mafia and the brigands. He 
received threatening letters, and escaped several 
times as by a miracle. At last he was tired out. 
' " If I go on resisting," he said, ** I shall be mur- 
dered in the end, as sure as fate. I will submit, 
and pay for my exemption." 

From that time the Senator has lived at ease. 
What he pays, who can tell ? Such a prize would 
not be let off lightly. 

Another instance. A certain Count P , a 

traveller, comes to Palermo. He wishes to visit 
the Greek ruins of Segesta. Segesta is forty miles 
from Palermo, on the road to Trapani — a good 
enough road, running through Partenico and 
Alcamo : only the superb temple stands on the 
summit of a desolate mountain, reached by a lonely 
country track. In order to visit it with a tranquil 

mind, Count P , lodging at a hotel, sends for a 

valet de place, ** I want to go to Segesta," he says, 
** quietly — you understand — without fuss or bother. 
Can you find me a proper guide ? He shall receive 
his own terms." 

Count P looks at the valet de place; the 

valet de place looks at the Count : they understand 
each other. 

A guide is forthcoming, his terms are accepted, 

and Count P enjoys the privilege of visiting 

the Temple of Segesta with perfect impunity. 

I asked a certain Princess — under the Neapolitan 

reign Ambassadress in London — living here, in an 

out-of-the-way villa in a remote suburb of Palermo 
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— if she ventured to be present at all the balls and 
parties. ** Surely it is a risk ? " said I. ** Oh, no," 
was her reply ; " not at all. My coachman is a 
Mafioso!" 

Astonishment at such a state of things occupies 
the innocent stranger. We are not in Central 
Africa, or in the Andaman Isles, or among can- 
nibals. There is a strong, settled form of govern- 
ment ; there are courts of law, judges, magistrates, 
syndics, prefects ; a small army of troops in Palermo 
alone, and generals, colonels, and majors ; and the 
sicurezza puhhlica (policemen) in enormous ramifica- 
tions — gigantic fellows, who tramp about with 
cocked hats and very brilliant and well -brushed 
uniforms, visible miles off (an advantage I failed to 
appreciate) — yet no remedy had been found. 

I am told over and over again that the brigands 
are put down. As an organised and recognised 
force, since Leone's death, they are so, it is true, 
although existing in irregular and desultory bands 
all over the island. 

No one pretends that the Mafia is put down. 
While Sicilians — specially Palermitans and Gir- 
gentians — remain as they are, the whole island 
must be indicted, imprisoned, hanged, drawn, and 
quartered, to effect that ! 

He who is not a Mafioso himself is the victim of 
the Mafia ; the two together — the tyrant and his 
victim — shake hands, to deceive and mislead the 
Government. On this poiit both are agreed — 
good and bad are alike. 

Why put your own throat in danger by inform- 
ing ? Self before all — and personal safety ! 

If an honest man gives his evidence against a 
Mafioso, he may as well order his coffin at once. 

Naturally, fellow- Mafiosi will not ** peach," nor 
will their victim. 

For this reason, criminals are cow^t^^^ i<^^ -^^-ax.^ 
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often, in prison, before being brought to trial. 
Except after a considerable lapse of time, no one 
would give evidence against them ; in which case 
they would l>e acquitted, and let loose again on 
society as innocent men. 

Absolute silence about a crime (as well as, in 
the lower ranks, active sympathy with the criminal) 
has for ages been a general law, and is called 
onerta (honour) — a custom sanctioned by time and 
public feeling. It is a bold man who would break 
the rule. 

There are every day innumerable cases of per- 
sons shot at mid-day, in crowded thoroughfares, a 
market-place, or the mouth of a sulphur mine, 
where dozens of men are carting, and no one can 
be found who has seen the deed. If threatened 
by the law for silence, an innocent person will be 
designated — an old enemy perhaps, to whom a 
grudge is owing ! 

What on earth can you do with such a people ? 
They are an example of the worst kind of Irish 
terrorism. Secret societies and brigandism in the 
kingdom of Naples were for many years an expres- 
sion of loyalty towards Francis II. and the house 
of Bourbon. In Sicily not even this slender excuse 
exists. The Sicilian has no political creed. 

Then there are the Mantengoli, These de- 
graded wretches — worse even than the brigands 
(for there is a certain dash and courage in men 
who live with their life in their hands) — surround 
themselves, through them, with an atmosphere of 
terror.' The Mantengoli, always Mafiosi, gener- 
ally belong to the farmer class, or are low dealers 
in the miserable country towns. By threats they 
force the landlords to accept less rent than the 
land is worth, and demand higher prices' for their 
wn grain, olives, and oranges than they are worth. 
he village dealer, who is a Mantengolo, will 
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purchase his stock-in-trade cheap, under threats 
of the brigands. 

All are not, however, Mantengoli in this guilty 
sense. A brigand may take refuge in a farm ; he 
will force the farmer to become his Mantengolo — 
hide him, feed him, and supply him with clothes, 
arms, and the means of escape. If he refuses, 
the farmer would assuredly have his throat cut, or 
if he were only suspected of refusing. 

Poor, miserable, sheep -clad shepherds, living 
with their flocks of goats and sheep on the barest 
mountain side, have frequently been found mur- 
dered on their haunts, having failed in the duty of 
Mantengoh, as sentinels or givers of information. 

Yet so abject is the general terror, there is no 
one single case on record where a Mantengolo has 
dared to rid himself of this tyranny by the law. 

No Mantengoli, no brigands. No brigands, 
no Mafia ! 

It is a vicious circle which is eating the heart 
out of Sicily ! 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Leone^Rendezvous of Brigands — Valvo the Illustrious — 
Vengeanrc on Brigadier — Leone, a counter-jumper, 
cheats his master — Murder. 

|N a certain day in September, 18—, 
a solemn meeting of the most noted 
capo-briganti took place at a county 
town called Montemaggiore, not far 
from Termini, near Palermo. They 
came quite openly, and without any 
affectation of secrecy, and assembled in the house of 
one Antonio Valvo, awell-known mafi.oso,tlve,fe.'Otis«. 
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of tirree sons " cm the road." tbe object of roeedng 
h^zziz to £-if iirt iht: dtalb cd" one of these brothers, 
c<il»ec Bic^po, iihoi red-handed by the troops at 
TerrriinL Ccrvere vere laid for fifty. AH the 
grt:c.t i^ames is-ere present: di Pasquale, Leone, 
Sajpietra, asd di Cario. and their Ma-ntengoh and 
foLowers- \Mjt^ dinner was OT-er, salame and figs 
discussed- and t}je vine- flasks TreU drained, Antonio 
Valvo. the father of the **iIlTistrions"' dead, stood 
forth from the various groups vhich had formed, 
sirjokirjg and taJkiiig- and with a loud voice spoke 
these words : - Of all these excellent amui assem- 
bled who have honoured my house this day by 
their presence, who remembers my poor murdered 
boy, Biagio ? " ** All ! all ! " was the answer, every 
one pressing round. " Ebemt I To these excellent 
fri^mds I would observe, as an afflicted father, that 
three whole months have passed since Biagio*s 
death, and that his blood is still unavenged. What 
say you, bu^/no amici, is this just ?" 

At this ii\}\H^\ Leone and di Pasquale advanced 
together, and each took a hand of the afflicted 
parent. " Alas ! " spoke Leone, , " our Biagio 
fell the victim of a perfidious conspiracy. We, 
his companions, know it, and how brave and 
valiant he was. Signor Antonio, you say well. 
Hit must be avenged. You, his father, have a 
right to demand it, and Giuseppe and Giacomo 
also, his brothers, have a right too. And it seems 
to me,'* continued Leone, darting a piercing look 
round, that it is specially to me and to my friend 
and companion, di Pasquale, that this vengeance 
beh^ngs. Comfort yourself, Signor Antonio, the 
thing Hhall be done. The vendetta shall be swift 
and strong: this very day shall see it in Monte- 
niaggiorel " 

(ireat applause followed this spirited little 
^^Upeoch, The capo - briganti — extremely well- 
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dressed in ordinary costume — pressed round the 
parents of Valvo and wiped their eyes ; the remain- 
ing brothers wrung Leone's hand, and the meeting 
was then and there broken up, to carry the proposed 
vendetta into execution. 

Now the person to be removed was a certain 
brigadier, by name Bonomo, an excellent officer, 
who was known to have fired one of the shots 
that finished Biagio's useful life. At all price, 
Bonomo must die ; so it was extremely conve- 
nient that he should happen at that very moment 
of time to be quartered in Montemaggiore with 
his picket of troops. 

But the brigadier Bonomo, though a brave, was 
also a wary man. He had many spies about, and 
he easily came to know that Leone and di Pas- 
quale and the rest, besides the two brothers Valvo 
— brigands like Biagio — were in Montemaggiore, 
upon an errand which he was well aware boded 
no good to himself. 

So, in order to be beforehand with them, he 
was careful to shut himself up in his quarters. 
No one had speech of him that day, nor for many 
days after ; but on the Sunday following, thinking 
all was safe, he lit a cigar about five o'clock, and 
strolled out to have a chat with a neighbour in 
the piazza. Here, to his horror, he perceived, 
hiding behind the angle of a wall, two men watch- 
ing, dressed in the king's uniform, but whom he 
instantly recognised as no other than Leone and 
di Pasquale. 

^^ Ben trovato, Signor Brigadier,*' says Leone, 
closing upon him without any fear, an evil look in 
his eye — di Pasquale following him up close. The 
poor brigadier, retreating as quickly as he could 
towards a wall, drawing out his revolver. But 
there were many women about, who crowded round 
him, and somehow or other his foot -vxs^Jcva:^^-^ 
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tripped in one of their gowns, and he fell, measur- 
ing his length on the pavement. Bang went 
Leone's weapon, wounding the fallen man. Bang, 
bang, sounded from di Pasquale's upon the poor 
devil, stretched out for dead. The women shrieked 
and ran away, and everyone else who was there 
took care to turn their back, so as to be abl6 to 
swear they had seen nothing, should they be asked* 
Indeed, so triumphant were the brigands, and so 
sure of their prey, that before they made off they 
fired a feu-de-joie into Bonomo's quarters in the 
town. 

After all, Bonomo was not dead ; but as the shots 
had gone into his leg, it had to be amputated, 
which, indeed, finished him as a brigadier. 

Something is to be said in excuse of Leone in 
this affair : he had begun his career as a follower of 
Biagio. Such men as he had with him (for he was 
not then the celebrated chief he came to be) were 
part of Biagio's band, and it was to Biagio he 
owed his knowledge of the trade. But the love 
of blood was also in it. Men who have made 
bloodshed a profession must keep their hand in, 
just as a butcher must exercise his art on beasts. 

Leone needed an apprenticeship, as he began 
life in a very different kind of way — as a counter- 
jumper and conimiS'Voyagetir to a certain country 
merchant called Dispensa, agent of the di Pace 
house at Palermo, for draperies, silks and worsted 
goods. 

When this story begins, Leone was 24, could 
read and write, and keep accounts well, and had 
contrived so to insinuate himself into the confi- 
dence of his master the draper, that he left all to 
the dapper young fellow, who travelled to and fro 
so deftly, and never examined his accounts at all. 

Leone was short in stature and square built, 
not much to look at, with a dark disagreeable 
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face, and small deep-set eyes. For two years he 
succeeded in cheating Dispensa with great success ; 
but at last he got in difficulties, and his creditors 
called out. The accounts were then examined by 
the di Pace house in Palermo, and it was found 
that more than half the goods were not accounted 
for. Dispensa failed and disappeared, and Leone 
took to his heels. Then it was he joined Biagio 
Valvo, and shortly after took occasion to shoot 
his confiding old master dead, as he was returning 
from mass, as innocent as a child. 

This was the beginning of this miserable rufiian, 
whom the Mafia of Palermo loved to exalt into a 
sort of Field- Marshal of the people, whose noble 
career put him on a par with Roman Spartacus, 
the leader of the Servile War, or the romantic 
baker, Masaniello, who rose to be Tribune of 
Rome. In reality no one was so vile as he. 

Leone's next exploit was upon an aged peasant 
woman, who was reported to have put aside some 
hundreds of scudi. This was an easy undertaking, 
as she lived alone in the village of Regalciofoli, 
near Alia. Suddenly, in twilight of a June evening, 
she found herself in the presence of three malfattori, 
Leone, Rini and Pattl, all armed to the teeth. Too 
well guessing their errand, the wretched old crea- 
ture threw herself upon her knees, and offered them 
all the little she possessed if they would spare her 
life. But as what they found in the house by no 
means answered their greed, Leone cursed and 
swore, and grew furious, at which the old woman 
shrieked and protested all the more that " it was 
her all. She had no more than the scudi hid in 
the old chest. Not a centesimo more. For the 
love of the Blessed Virgin ; by the wounds of 
Christ, would they let her go? What was her 
poor old life to young galanumoni like them ? " But 
Leone only laughed, and seizing u^oy\. \\'et^\:^s:iXN!^ 
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her up to a beam of the widow, just loose enough 
to torture her, but not to strangle her outright. 
Then a horrid scene ensued : the old woman gurg- 
ling forth inarticulate protestations that she had 
no more ; Leone still furious, continuing to torture 
her, first fastening her hands to the beams, then 
drawing her up by the breasts, until merciful Death 
came at last to end her agony. Then floors and 
pavements and cupboards were torn up, but no 
more money was found. The poor old creature 
had told the truth ! 



W 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Leone's love of Blood — Pasquale — How to do it — Baron 
Porcari's suspicious Visitors — A Kiss betrays Him — 
Baron's Ransom — Baron Sgadari — Leone and Pasquale 
quarrel — Pasquale murdered — Signor Saeli — "If quite 
convenient " — " Spare him ! " — Leone's Fall. 

FTER the murder of the old woman 
came various crimes in and about 
Caccamo, over the sea, with its quar- 
ries of jasper, agate, and porphyry, 
buried in the heart of the mountains, 
its ancient castle standing out on a 
cliff over deep palm-sown valleys — dirty and 
squalid indeed inside, with coarse yellow walls, 
but beautiful enough to the eye to be the abode 
of angels 1 

At Rocca Palumba also several crimes were 
committed, also at Montemaggiore, ever the 
headquarters of the blood-thirsty little man. 

For be it here remarked that Leone was a real 

lover of blood, and mean, dastardly, and cruel, 

}txc€pt when sequestrating persons of position, 
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from whom he expected a large ransom, and that 
all the details of their capture should be known to 
the world by means of the newspapers. Then the 
ci-devant draper's clerk could assume the most 
pleasing manners, and affect a good fellowship 
and magnanimity utterly alien to his perfidious 
nature. 

This was the period of his career, when he had 
not as yet made any great coup, but was waiting 
for luck to push him to the front — that he, at the 
head of what had been the band of Biagio Valvo, 
made close acquaintance with the celebrated 
brigand di Pasquale. 

Now, di Pasquale of Alia — a place near Rocca 
Palumba, which heads a wild defile hemmed in by 
gigantic cliffs, a mountain torrent fretting in 
between, and pines and cypresses black among 
the rocks — was undoubtedly the greatest sgras- 
satore of that day. Guilty oi innumerable seques- 
trations, murders, and robberies, he had at last 
been caught and imprisoned; but by some most 
extraordinary and inconceivable leger de main, the 
police had let him out, upon the solemn engage- 
ment that he should assist them to capture his 
fellows. 

It need not be said that once at liberty, di 
Pasquale never returned to his prison or kept his 
word. He would have been a fool had he done 
so, and those were still greater fools who believed 
that he would. 

In this new start di Pasquale was supported by 
Leone as a kind of subordinate or lieutenant, 
recommended to his notice by the murder of the 
old woman, and several other barbarous acts. 

For a time di Pasquale and Leone weire the 
Castor and Pollux of the road ; they rode together, 
ate together, dressed alike, and in all acts and 
circumstances of their life affecl^<i ^ \iX<:Kk\K^ 
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union of the deepest kind. Di Pasquale was an 
operator of essentially another type to either 
Leone or Valvo ; he was the gentlemanly brigand 
such as the stage shows us in Fra Diavolo, elegantly 
dressed, with many ribbons and tangles, occupy- 
ing himself principally with the capture of rich 
people, and levying heavy ransoms to the tune of 
many thousand lire here, and tens of thousands 
there, which were willingly paid in order to save 
their lives. 

Every brigand has his special trade — this was 
di Pasquale's ; while Valvo, as long as he lived, 
loved fighting for fighting's sake; and Leone 
cultivated the display of those perfidious arts 
which had led him first to ruin, and then to shoot 
his good old master Dispensa. 

Now a great coup was to be attempted by the 
united chiefs, no other than the capture of the 
Baron Angelo Porcari on his lands near Collesano, 
in the Nebrodi — a place that will not be found in 
any guide-book, because, for the most part, such 
localities are burghs and villages in the mountain 
sides — utterly unknown to the traveller, and of no 
interest, save to the proprietors themselves. 

Leone was told off to accompany di Pasquale. 
The ci-devant shopman was a useful fellow — knew 
well how to read, and write a fine hand — to keep 
accounts, to hold intercourse with the outer world, 
as he had done in his various journeys to Palermo 
when in service with Dispensa, — and on intimate 
terms with the Mafia and all the malfattori, not 
only of the capital, but of Termini, Cerda, Monte- 
maggiore, and Rocca Palumba. 

Now a sequestrator of an important kind re- 
quires many qualities combined — superior address, 
and readiness, plenty of judgment, a certain agility 
of understanding, and a power of arrangement and 
of resource. 
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First of all, some remote cavern or grotto has 
to be selected in the mountains, adapted for the 
confinement of the captive, but not too far off for 
communication with the outside. Food must be 
procurable, and wine ; letters dictated and for- 
warded ; news received and given ; and the move- 
ments of the soldiers watched ; to say nothing of 
the mental qualities needful to intimidate or 
threaten, coax or dissemble, flatter and alarm, 
the person out of whose pockets the money is to 
be drawn. All this di Pasquale had hitherto done 
en maitre. Now Leone was to help him, and show 
his hand. 

On a certain afternoon in the month of March, 
Baron Porcari, a large landed proprietor and 
grand Signore, was sitting upstairs in his Villa of 
Cammusini, peaceably reading the news, when 
two horsemen presented themselves at the door, 
well-armed and mounted on thorough-bred stal- 
lions. 

One of the horsemen, as he sat in his saddle, 
was observed to be tall and handsome, with a 
sunburnt skin, brilliant glistening eyes, beard long, 
dark and thick, and a scar on his face which 
extended all along his left cheek. 

The other was short, broad, and sunburnt also, 
black-eyed, and with a thick stubby beard, but 
withal vulgar and cunning -looking, without any 
of the gentlemanly disinvoltura which marked the 
stalwart figure of his companion. 

The two horsemen dismounting, politely re- 
quested oats and straw for their horses, which 
they gave them themselves. A few whispered 
words passed between them, when the taller man 
(di Pasquale) turned and enquired if the Baron 
was at home. All this time the servaxvl's. ^^^^ 
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watching them, fiill of suspicion. An afternoon 
call by armed visitors, in the centre of the Nebrodi, 
is not a usual occurrence, especially when no names 
are given, and the proprietor is known to possess 
some millions of crowns. 

Besides, one of the Baron's men, who was look- 
ing on, recognised di Pasquale as having once 
worked on the farm, and without hesitation walked 
up to him. " Ben irovafOj Sir Giovacchino," he 
said, taking off his hat. ** It is a long time since 
we have seen you in our place. Do you remember 
me four years ago ? Pietro, at your service. 
Things have changed much since then. The 
Padrone has made improvements, and spent a lot 
of money." 

All this di Pasquale affected not to hear, and, 
addressing one of the others, asked for a flask of 
wine. As the wine-cellar was locked up, the Baron 
had to be called down, which he did with much 
hesitation ; but no sooner had he appeared, than 
di Pasquale, in an effusion of affection, threw 
himself into his arms, kissed him repeatedly on 
both cheeks, and shook him heartily by the hand — 
civilities the poor Baron did not affect to return, 
but stood silent and apart, while the wine was 
served, and his own health drank in liberal liba- 
tions. 

In the meantime, Leone had slipped round to 
the back of the house, and had ordered one of the 
men to saddle the Padrone's colt, conversation 
continuing all the time in the saloon with di Pas- 
quale, where Porcari had been obliged to invite 
his unwelcome guest, until at last the brigand 
rose, and with the utmost politeness remarked 
it was time to go, and invited his Excellency 
the Baron to favour them with his company on 
^he way. 
^ Two others of the baud had meanwhile arrived, 
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and awaited them below, having been served with 
wine and bread like the rest. 

Not another word was spoken ; the Baron on 
his own horse was placed in the centre blindfolded, 
and the party disappeared. 

Having safely disposed of their captive in a 
damp, disgusting hole, it was Leone's turn to come 
to the front, which he did with pen, ink and paper, 
naming the ransom which was to set the Baron 
free. As they could not agree about the sum, 
several letters were written, and it came out after- 
wards that these were posted at Palermo the very 
same day. Five thousand francs was the first 
instalment, to which was added sixty thousand 
more before the Baron found himself free, near the 
railway which runs from Termini to Palermo. 

*^^ o^ ^^ %^ •*« 

*!*• n^ ^ T* •»* 

The capture of Pgrcari was such a great success, 
it was speedily followed by that of the Baron ^ 
Sgadari, mulcted to the extent of an hundred 
and twenty-six thousand francs ! 

But in the division of this large booty, the 
brigand- friends fell out ; Leone, perfidious as usual, 
endeavouring to ingratiate himself with di Pas- 
quale's band, by insinuating that the money had 
not been fairly divided. 

Nor could it be otherwise, from one cause or 
another. As long as Leone was subordinate, it 
was all very well ; but as soon as he felt himself 
strong enough to rival di Pasquale, each would 
certainly endeavour to compass the other's death. 

Many causes of dissension existed, especially 
when di Pasquale assumed the part of protector 
to a girl who had been seduced and abandoned in 
Valledemone, while Leone affected to patronise 
the seducer. 

How it all fell out is too long to t^V\^\i>\\. ^\^^ 

Vol II, \) 
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iUontO' ''* <)<*'•'': \i*' li'i'l enough — but by reason of 
>)m ;/Mnf;il ivup<:riority his education gave him 
/<v< ^ v/ <)/)// iiM n, J'ive had completely succeeded, 
)»M Ih/1mm< ^I»'H oI Uh: iCnglish banker. Forester 
l<on< , l/Ml Mf |1m^ hixth, fortune turned, and though 
t>iM 1 1 t)t)lu) 111 iltw'lf, it carried, so to say, the germs 
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'I liM) ih llir vtMy l»liK;k(?Kt deed of darkness I* have 

|m jit Mllili, 

'I In Ju|.;iinir hwifli, a wealthy proprietor, was in 
||ii. Miimliv, (It I'nnluniiz/e, superintending his 

f' Hi»H«'-, hiinnuiuUMl by a crowd of his peasants, 
Ihrimr. « <Mlii\f;. (Uul stainpinj^- tho^aapes. Fift}^ 
J/i/i' n( li'<trt( wtuo about him, a number that 
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would seem to excludfe the possibility of danger ; 
the time, twelve o'clock in the day; but things 
are done strangely in Sicily, and fifty people pos- 
sessed by abject fear, are as less than one person 
for any good they do. 

On this occasion Leone came in force, accom- 
panied by his four most valiant lieutenants — some 
of whom I was afterwards to see in the prison at 
Palermo — Porazzo, Pagano, Sorce, and Salpietra. 

At the moment of their appearance, Signore 
Saeli was in his house. Brought out to Leone 
standing outside, surrounded by his cut-throats, 
he saluted his victim with a villanous smile, and 
spoke these ominous words: ^^ Servo suo, Signore 
Saeli, if quite convenient you will come with us." 

No sentence of death could have come to the 
hapless Saeli clearer than these words. He knew 
that Leone hated him, and not without cause. 
Trembling and horror-struck, he stood as a man 
who felt that he had but a few hours to live. So 
pitiful indeed was his aspect, that one of his 
servants had the courage to come forward and 
to expostulate with Leone: ^^PregOf Signore, for 
the love of God, spare our master ; he is old, and 
the father of seven children." 

At which, Leone smiled again, that infernal, 
hypocritical smile, and replied : ** You ask me to 
spare your master. Why should I ? He did not 
spare me when I lay wounded in Montemaggiore, 
and he gave a festa to rejoice. Answer me that. 
Is it not true ? He is my enemy, that is enough." 
These cruel words, spoken clear and loud, were 
heard by Saeli, and sounded like his doom. 

♦ * * ♦ * * 

The brigands, with their victim, took to the 
mountains, among the Nebrodi, in the most savage 
and deserted part, where, after fifteen da."^*3» q>1 -a. 

9 *^ 
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slow agony, Leone with h'is own hand shot Saeli 
dead. 

The letters demanding the ransom were upon 
the road all the same, and the money, sixty-five 
thousand in gold, was sent by two of Saeli's sor- 
rowing servants, both of whom were killed. But 
before the gold arrived the unfortunate Saeli for 
many days had lain a corpse in the solitary re- 
cesses of the hills — an act of treachery unknown 
before in brigand annals and by brigand law. 

Retribution rapidly followed. Very shortly after, 
four of his companions were captured by the troops, 
depriving Leone of the help of those daring spirits, 
Pagano, Porazzo, and di Carlo. But although 
weakened by this loss, he was still able to main- 
tain the honour of his band, assisted by that 
sturdy backbone of brigandism, Salpietra — young, 
adroit, and remorseless — the determined Randazzo, 
Sorce, and Zanardi, destined to die by his side. 
The end came in June, and the cause was the 
ill-omened capture of Formosa of Termini. 

Leone had set about this as a matter-of-fact affair, 
easy to be accomplished ; but he had not reckoned 
on the rage his prosperous career of crime had 
created all over the island, or the skill with which 
Malusardi, the prefect, pursued him, and the 
bravery of the troops under General di Sonnaz, 
ready to be shot down like sheep rather than 
permit him to continue his career. 

So little was Leone aware of the dangers 
gathering round, that he and his band were 
actually waiting for the ransom of Formosa, near 
his favourite hunting-ground of Montemaggiore, 
\vhen the soldiers attacked him as he was resting 
in a hut. Crawling out by the back of the house, 
he hid himself in the tall, rich meshes of a 
high-standing field of corn. And there, among 
the ^^oJden wheatears, l\e was shot down, after 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. II7 

nine years of singular success in crime, the last 
capo-brigante of name and fame. 

Brigands and brigandage exist and flourish in 
Sicily, and captures are made and ransoms paid, 
but no regular organised band, as I have said, has 
existed since. 



CHAPTER XViri. 

Slory of a Captive related by the Captive— Taken — " Don't 
do that again, or I shall shoot you ! " — Madonia Moun- 
tains — "1 am Leone" — Too much — Disputes — Dine on 
a Barrel — Kandaiio — No Money — Troops pass — Rough- 
ing it — Arrival of Messengers — Compliments at Parting. 

I WAS going from Palermo to Lercara," 
said Forester Rose to me, seated oppo- 
site to me in ray pretty little red velvet 
parlour in the Hotel de France — " we 
ji-lj have sulphur mines at Lercara ; I 

&^ often go, and never apprehend danger. 

" Arrived at the station, I left the omnibus to 
ascend the hill to the town with the passengers, 
mounted on a horse brought for me by a groom, 
the man following on horseback. 

"There is a short cut across the hill, which 
I took, the carriage road zigzagging up in the 
same direction. 

" About half-way I caught sight of four horse- 
men, riding two and two, on a height above me. 
They were armed. I asked the groom who they 
were. ' Only people of the country,' was his reply. 
" At the same moment they bore down upon me. 
"'We want you,' said the foremost horseman, 
first pointing the muzzle of the revolver he held 
concealed in his sleeve at me. ' Cotne -wilOc^ ■*!&- 
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** *\Vho are you ? * was my answer, gripping at 
my reins ready for a bolt. 

" * Someone who knows you, Signore Rose, and 
who has long been looking after you.' 

** Below was the omnibus winding up the hill — 
the passengers after it. 

** Escape seemed so easy, I called out and 
spurred my horse to join them. 

** The men were after me in an instant. * Don't 
do that again,' said the same man who had spoken^ 
with a queer glance, * or we shall shoot you ! ' 

** From the road we ascended to~ a mountain 
valley, called Mercato Bianco — I riding abreast, 
the others behind. Thus we passed through vine- 
yards and cornfields to a river — Fiume Torto. 

** It was getting chilly. 'Have you a cloak?' 
asked the spokesman. * No.' * Then take mine ; I 
will have your groom's. We must get on; we 
have a long journey before us.' 

*' We crossed the river, and ascended the moun- 
tain barrier towards Montemaggiore, finally halting 
in a wood to feed the horses and take some bread 
and water ourselves. Here we waited until dark, 
then turned towards the Madonia mountains, near 
Polizia, reaching the highest point at about two 
in the morning. 

*' During this time my groom fell three times 
from fatigue. 

** My watch and chain and a ring or two, also 
my purse, were here taken from me. * You will see 
these things no more,' said one of the brigands — 
Salpietra, I think — *but they will be safely de- 
livered to you when the ransom comes and you 
return to Lercara.' 

** In the first dawn of morning we proceeded, 
halting at the mouth of a small grotto in the face 
of a blufT of rock. A precipice descended from 
Jt, There was no chance oi escape. 
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** Inside, a fire of sticks was lighted, a cold 
fowl produced from a corner, and some macaroni 
cooked by two men wh'om we found there. No one 
spoke. I had no idea who the brigands were. 

** At last I turned to the bull-necked, thick-set 
man, who yras evidently the chief, and asked his 
name. He smiled. * You have heard of me, Mr. 
Rose — I am Leone. Let us set about what is to be 
done at once. Plenty of time, however ' — another 
smile (this time a rather sinister one) — * plenty of 
time ; you will not leave us yet. Rest for to-night. 
You will excuse my having captured you : it is the 
fault of the Government. You have nothing to 
fear. We shall not ill-treat you. You have not 
injured us. We want your money, not your life.' 

** After this I was led to a bed made of branches, 
and we all turned in. 

" Next morning I asked Leone what they meant 
to do with me. He did not answer, but took a 
case out of his pocket, in which were paper; 
ink, and pen, and made me place it on my 
knee. • * Write what I dictate,' he said : * My 
dear Brother, — I am in good health, and in good 
hands. Fear nothing for my life. The day after 
to-morrow you must send me half a million of 
francs (;^i 2,000).' 

** * For heaven's sake, don't ask such a sum ! ' 
I cried. * It is impossible ! ' 

** The four brigands who captured me were now 
standing round — Leone, Randazzo, Salpietra, and 
Zanardi. They exchanged glances and laughed. 
* We ought to have double that,' was Leone's 
answer. 

** Again I implored him not to ask so much. 
Seeing that he insisted, I took the pen and dashed 
it to the ground. * I never will write that ! ' I 
cried. * You may kill me if you like, but I will 
not ruin my brother. No, no ! ' as the^ co^\.\:«n^^^ 
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to urge me, * I will not write that.' * We don't 
want to kill you,' was Leone's reply ; * we want 
the ransom.' 

" All day was passed in wrangling about the 
sum. We had kid to eat for dinner. Leone, 
Salpietra, and Randazzo laying about on the 
ground ; Zanardi, the fourth, keeping guard at 
the mouth of the cave. 

** I asked continually to be allowed to write a 
letter, knowing the anxiety of my family. The 
same process was repeated — paper and pen brought 
out — I refusing to ask for such a sum. I looked 
at Leone. * You really want me to remain ? ' said L 

*' Then they had a consultation. Salpietra, who 
was a surly, ill-tempered brute I could see, urged 
them to take less money. * Let us accept. Let 
us have done with him,' I heard him say. 
* Hold your tongue ! ' answered Leone, turning 
on him savagely ; * I know what I am about. 
I shall stand out for the money,' at which 
Salpietra looked very wicked, and handled his 
knife. 

" After this Leone came over to me. * We have 
considered of it, Cavaliere ; and out of respect to 
you (we have no animosity to you, I assure you ; 
quite the contrary), we will reduce the sum to 
10,000 ounces — ^;^5,ooo. For this you must write. 
Make no resistance, I advise you.' I tried still to 
object ; but seeing them impatient, otherwise very 
polite, I wrote a dictated letter, and addressed 
and sealed it with Leone's own seal. 

" We dined afterwards. It was very cold, and 
froze at night. Our table was a wine -barrel, we 
sitting on stones. There were plates, but no 
glasses. We drank wine out of a small barrel : 
I first, then Leone, then the others. Leone 
moderately, the others freely. They wore long 
white boots, up to the thigh ; blue cloth jackets, 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 121 

thick pea-jackets with leather pockets, and embroi- 
dered velvet caps with long tassels. Many rings, 
and one especially, a plain gold band on the 
middle finger ; gold chains and watches ; and for 
arms, carried French breechloaders. Leone had 
one of an English make. There was one pipe 
between us all, as cigars were difficult. I had a 
packet, many of them broken, but they were much 
appreciated. 

** Leone brought me a copy of the Amico del Popolo^ 
and I read to them the account of my capture. 
Some disparaging expressions about himself made 
Leone very angry. * I should like to cut that 
animal's head off,' he said, *per Dio!' Seeing 
that it was useless to be sulky, I took everything 
as it came. The one I liked best was Randazzo. 
Then Leone and Salpietra went off on the moun- 
tains for two days, and I was left alone with 
Randazzo and Zanardi. Randazzo was a pleasant, 
jovial fellow, always in a good humour. I think 
Leone was afraid to leave Salpietra behind. — 
Randazzo complained bitterly of the life he led. 
* If you are found and taken away while I am with 
you,' he said, * I shall bear the blame. It is 
a shame to leave me alone in charge of you.' 
He talked to me a great deal. He was home- 
sick and unhappy. * What is this imprison- 
ment to you ? ' he said. * An accident, amusing ! 
We go on with this life of hardship, and end 
by being hunted down, and shot like dogs. We 
are sure to be killed at last.' I asked him all sorts 
of questions, but he evaded them. I praised 
his pluck and courage, and pleased him by admir- 
ing the beauty of his mare. 

** I was eight days in the grotto. 

** Leone and Salpietra returned. He said he 
had been to the place agreed to, and found a 
messenger and a letter from my brother^ bv\.l \sRk 
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money. Leone read the letter aloud to me. He 
looked irritated. * Your brothers don't value jrour 
life much/ he said. • Thej- offer only ;f 500.' (I 
purp>osely put the value in English money.) 
'Why, we have spent more than that in cap- 
turing you!' 

"•What can I do?' I asked. 'Write again,' 
says Leone ; ' and I will put in a postscript.' 

"Another letter was indited, to which Leone 
added something. I did not know what at the 
time, but I found afterwards that he threatened to 
increase the ransom ;^6oo each day until his terms 
were complied with. 

" One day — while we were still in the cave— the 
brigade at Cefadii got on our track, and actually 
passed over the mountain above our grotto. We 
could hear the chnking of the spurs on the led 
horses. 

" Everyone was prepared for hght. I was given 
a revolver, and was placed first — in front — and 
commanded, if attacked, to fire I * You must pray 
the saints,' said Leone, *that we may have no 
encounter with the troops, else we shall all die. 
You the first I ' 

****** 

" They always called me Cavaliere in speaking to 
me. Leone was Excellenza. He was very fond 
of talking, and asked me if England was a Re- 
public. * I have captured you,' he said, * an EngUsh- 
man. It is your Government who will pay for 
you. It will cost you and your brother nothing, 
whatever I ask. I am ready to make you a 
receipt for more than the sum, and you can put 
' ,e difference in your pocket.' 

•• One day a dog looked in, and barked, smelling 
cooking. They immediately stoned it to death. 
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* It would never do to let a dog know where we 
are,' they said. 

;;: :;« * >;: * :{« 

** Over and over again they discussed my bro- 
ther's letter and the ransom as they lay about oni 
the ground, smoking. Leone was quite the master,, 
and ordered the others about at his pleasure. 

" He went off for the second time about the 
ransom, but could not reach the spot appointed,, 
on account of the military. During his absence,. 
I was again left alone with Randazzo and Zanardi.. 

** When Leone came back, I understood they 
had been pressed by the Carahinieri, and that we- 
must change our quarters. * You will regret leaving- 
this nice hotel,' said Leone, laughing, as he looked-, 
round the grotto. * Now you will have to rough it.'' 

" Each of us carried some bread and cheese. (I 
must mention that when we ate, we buried all that 
remained. They used charcoal for cooking, as^ 
that made no smoke.) Then we climbed higher 
up the mountains, where we found horses waiting.. 
I was placed on a saddle behind Randazzo. 

** Going along in a solitary place, we saw a man 
passing on a mule. Salpietra said, * That must 
be the money coming ; ' but Leone would not stop- 
the man out of obstinacy, at which Salpietra 
cursed heartily, and began handling his knife. 

** After a six hours' ride we reached a thick forest,, 
and hid ourselves in the underwood. At that time 
the soldiers were passing quite close to us. Day 
after day passed, and there was no answer to vay 
letter. They did not reproach or ill-use me, but 
said many bad words about my brother on this^ 
account. Leone took it as a joke and said, * Cava- 
liere, you must make up your mind to stay with 
us; you will never go home. You shall be one o£ 
my band, and I will make a man of y^^* 
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"At last two messengers did arrive with the 
money. I did not know how much, but I was 
told Leone had sent back for more, which came 
also. 

** This was after twenty-one days of a most trying 
life on the mountains. Before I was liberated, 
Leone was called out by his spies. (I never saw 
him in communication i^-ith anyone but shepherds.) 
Randazzo, by w^hom I was again guarded, said, 
* He is off again, and has left me responsible. Now 
it does not so much matter. Be cheerful and of 
good heart, Cavaliere. The money is here; you 
will soon be at home.' To tell the truth, I did 
not believe it ; it seemed too good news. 

** When Leone and Salpietra returned, Leone 
said to Randazzo, * Take leave of the Cavaliere ; 
he is going.* Imagine my joy! I could have 
cried, had I not been ashamed ! 

" Randazzo and Zanardi embraced me and kissed 
me. * Think of us sometimes, Cavaliere, said 
Randazzo,' pressing my hand. * You cannot com- 
plain of our treatment. Although the hardships 
have been great, we could not help it.' 

** Then Leone desired me to follow him, which 
I did. After going about three hundred yards, 
I found two of my own men, who had come into 
the mountains with the ransom. I was so over- 
come, I was obliged to sit down while I spoke to 
them. It was with the greatest difficulty I could 
put on my boots ; they were half on and half off. 
Our gardener, who was there, laughed at me. 
Indeed, the poor fellow was quite hysterical for 
joy. My rings and watch and purse were returned 
to me. * Everything that belongs to you is 
sacred,' Leone said over and over again. While 
I was sitting there with my servants, Salpietra 
came with a basket of provisions for the whole 
^SLTty, We were all hungry, and ate heartily. I 
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had not tasted meat for eleven days. * Call down 
Randazzo,' said Leone ; so he joined us. When 
we had finished there was a brindisi. ^Alla salute 
di sua, Excellenza il Cavaliere, e deve scusare se hapatitoJ 
Non e colpa nostra,' And so we parted, I with my 
own servants down to Sciarra, and so on to 
Palermo. 

** Leone's last words to me were, * You are a 
brave fellow, and have borne your captivity with 
patience and good temper.* 

** Not very long after this, Leone and Zanardi 
were shot by the Carabinieri in a cornfield." 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Prison Herculean Governor — " For small offences " — False- 
Philanthropy — Everyone at ease — Mutual Civilities — 
Randazzo's lie! — Pagano well dressed — Torrita's youth 
— Plaza — Bottinari — Escape. 

H E prison at Palermo is a large ir- 
regular building, erected in the time 
of the Bourbons, added to since, and 
surrounded by a high wall and mote,, 
like a fortress. I went there in com- 
pany with Mr. Cighera. 
We were received by the Direttore — a giant in 
height and bulk, but in manners as gentle as a 
lamb. He had the kindest pair of grey eyes I 
ever saw in a human face. 

By him we were passed on to a superintendent,, 
and a broad red-faced Piedmontese Brigadi<sre»— 
so stolid-looking, I think the last trumpet would 
have failed to move him. 

They showed me the prisoners' soup — of maca- 
roni — and what looked like a hogshead of grease 
to be pounded into it, to give it a ^/^a-uowv I 
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The cook and all the scullions were prisoners, 
as the Director explained, *'for small offences." 
Strar.ge enough, I found that small offences in- 
cluded ''assassination,*' not under "aggravated 
circumstances.'' As the whole native population 
love to murder one another, thev are to the 
manner born. The scale of criminal ctdpability 
-depends, not on the act itself, which is natural, 
but on the circumstances under which it is 
accomplished. 

These murderous cooks saluted us graciously, 
and appeared much gratified b}' our inspection of 
their soup. I saw no sulky faces. All were merry, 
and delighted to be talked to. Indeed, the only sad 
looks were on the faces of those we passed un- 
noticed. What is termed a proper sense of pride 
seems quite unknown among these sons of the 
South. 

From the kitchen on the ground floor an iron 
gate was unbarred to us, and speedily closed, too, 
with a clash. Within, between high walls, some 
prisoners were walking up and down. fThis they 
are all permitted to do for two hours daily.) They 
wore no distinctive dress, and appeared very much 
at their ease — too much at their ease indeed, in 
jny opinion, which was an observation T had to 
rej)cat many times in the course of my visit. The 
j^hilanthropy of Italy, and its aesthetic advance 
in civilisation by the abolition of capital punish- 
ment, by no means marches with the exigencies 
of its sanguinary and most ferocious southern 
population. 

We passed through another iron gate at the 

bottom of a stair, beside which was a little 

hottc^him or shop, where fennel, oranges, and wine 

^^jeserved to those criminals who have money. 

^HH^en up the stairs ; and here I was struck — and 

^Bmprcssion remained with me all the day — 
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with the immense crowd ! Attendants, super- 
numeraries, and prisoners were about in all 
directions. To these the number of the turnkeys 
was as eight to ten. 

We passed prisoners in twos and threes every 
minute without apparently any supervision, clean- 
ing and doing household work. These, and 
groups of friends clamouring at the bars of the 
iron gate for admission, formed altogether a most 
dangerous cordon of escape, to my thinking. 

On the first floor there is a large hall thoroughly 
aired and swept. Here about twenty prisoners live 
and sleep, without any partition whatever — the 
excuse being want of room. The prison contains 
seventeen hundred, the worst criminals being sent 
from all parts of the island. 

The twenty prisoners looked delighted to see 
us ; all bowed with their hands to their fore- 
heads — groom fashion — and did their best, poor 
devils, to show how rejoiced they were to see new 
faces. 

One or two summoned to the grated iron 
entrance came forward with nervous haste, their 
fellows looking greatly chagrined at being 
neglected. Most of these men are murderers, and 
answered to the question of " What he had done ? " 
—'' Omicidio." 

It is so common, no one seems to notice it. The 
distinction is, I think, not to be an ** Omicidio." 
The men wear no prison dress, and have the 
appearance of respectable labourers. They were 
scrupulously clean, looked very jolly, and are 
allowed to smoke. As to any smell, or the smallest 
particle of dust, a microscope would not discover 
it, or the most sensitive nose be offended. 

We now threaded our way up and down various 
corridors, with cells on either side, mounting 
stairs up to a succession of stories, as hi^k ^^ \!w^ 






130 DIARY OF AX IDLE WOMAN IX SICILY. 

The Director told us privately he was more 
interested in Torrita than in any other prisoner in 
the place : he was so brave, intelligent, and hand- 
some. •* He was bom/' he said, " near Girgenti ; 
fell out with a fellow -peasant on some trifling 
occasion, then and there murdered him, and 
took to * the Campagna.' Some months alone, 
he wandered about as a sgrassatore near small 
towns in that district, and tried to assassinate a 
woman for jealousy. After committing various 
crimes, being a mere lad, he joined himself to the 
band of Capraro for one year, op>erating in the 
country near Trapani and Patemo. Then in 
extreme youth, he assembled his own followers, 
uniting himself with Playa and five or six more. 
At one time he had two different victims seques- 
trated together ! All this before he was twenty- 
four ! " 

Another whom we saw, who had assisted in the 
capture of Forester Rose — Salpietra, spyoken of as 
** always handling a knife " — was simply like a 
vulture : a horrible brute to look at, yet quite 
polite, though sulky. He was the worst of all I 
saw, with a brutal scowl on his face, scarcely 
human. He is quite young, and in person tall 
and slim, with an indication of swiftness in his 
long legs, like a bloodhound. We said but little 
to him, nor did he appear to wish it. Even the 
mild civility of the Director was thrown away on 
him. A low, sturdy villain this, used to the foulest 
work of his calling. 

Plaj^a, the companion of Torrita, whose cell 
we visited, had the restlessness of a tiger. Every 
feature culminated to a focus of brutal rage. A 
sombre, steady eye, with a horrid leer in the 
rncr. Here, too, was the long pointed nose of 
animal, and that look of bloodshed I had come 
recognise so well. A. >Nie\.cVv ^who would gloat 
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over the dying agonies of his victim, and kill him 
slowly for the fun, just as a lion chews a bone to 
enjoy the flavour of it in his mouth. 

The last we visited was a brigand called 
Botinari. The Director said he had been a 
soldier. Upright, with a bold out-look of com- 
mand, this was a man capable of reflection and 
cultivation. Not at all a bad face, with a certain 
rough grandeur in it ; but the blood-thirsty eyes 
were there, betraying him also as a murderer like 
the rest. 

** Murderers all indeed, but in degrees of natural 
character," as the Director said, placidly taking 
them in with an all-round glance, and bowing us 
out of the entrance. 

(My impression of the insecurity of the prison, 
and the imprudence of admitting such a multitude 
from without, was prophetic. Not long after, 
during the assizes, a plot was formed ; and as all 
the principal malefactors of the fourth story were 
being conveyed to the law courts in an omnibus, 
the horses adroitly fell down, the door was found 
to be unlocked, and the brigands escaped, the 
Carahinieri looking on. Of course, the whole affair 
was planned and well paid for. This time the 
ri^catto came from the brigands themseves.) 
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CHAPTER XX- 



jitZL:z r'^r'^AZZttzz if "Zr^xs — TTarrinii'^arr^ Vcoces — Damp 




ESIDES iLe Giardino Ingiese and tbe 
rcore distant park of tbe Favorita, 
there are nro public gardens beside 
the Marina- the Flora and the Bo- 
tanicaL 

1 ajn just returned from visiting 
the latter — the tropics. I mean. Yes, truly, I had 
t^y pinch myself to believe it was not all a dream, 
and tliat I should not wake up and find m5"self 
jn y^rne foul -smelling piazza, the sirocco wind 
fluttifrring up ** the family linen " in my face. 

A Doric temple stands to the road (the Museum) ; 
a noblr- prjrtico: sphinx guard the grey marble 
singles, and the dark-green garden Ues behind, 
opening in noble vistas filled i^-ith a sense of the 
most delicious perfume. Calycanthus, magnolia, 
porlonia, cistrus hibiscus, masses of summer roses 
Htill in bloom, tree carnations, begonias, sorbi, 
Hcarlet geraniums half as high as trees, oleanders, 
aurcjIiaH, euphorbias, sago trees bearing fruit, 
l^i'l^antic bananas, mimosa, and tree ferns at least 
thirty feet high — and how exquisitely they are 
growing, without check or hindrance, in the damp, 
hot ;iir!~ the india-rubber plant, the noblest bur- 
jiishcd foHagc in the world, — all bound together 

»un(l festooned with garlands of passiaflora and 
clematis, a delicious network of brilliantly-glazed 
\Vy ruiuunfj; along the ground. 
Then 1 find myscli in a su^eib ^.Neivue of palms, 
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waving over my head like triumphal fronds of 
victory in an eastern procession — the sea, blue as 
a turquoise, spread beyond. 

Look at that tuft of bamboos, bowing over a 
painted kiosk, top-headed in the light breeze ! The 
green as delicate as moss, the leaves expanding 
lazily in the sun ; no touch of winter wind to chill 
or shrivel them. Can anything be more graceful ? 
And the tree Salvias and the Bougainvilliers, a 
cloud of orange and lilac — more like scene-painting 
than Nature — laughing down from a blank wall 
over the white blossoms of the hyacinths ; and 
yellow-leaved oxalis starring the ground. 

Beyond, a white-sailed felucca shoots across the 
waves ; a iishing-smack lies for a moment like 
a black point on the blue expanse ; and behind, 
the big steamer from Naples wrestles with the 
swell ! 

Further, I came upon a little lake, on which the 
boat-like leaves of the Victoria Regina, pink and 
white, lay quiescent, as though overcome by their 
own weight. Around the lake basin, fluted 
papyrus nodded, and a wild tangle of pampas 
grass, acanthus, musae, and water plants. 

A sombre path to the right, led me among 
pines and abeli. A grove, solemn and still as 
ever foreshadowed the sacred gloom of a pagan 
temple. Aurocarias and deodoras shed their quills 
around, the stone pines stretch out red branches, 
and pointed cypress rise. 

In this solemn parliament of the gravest, 
gloomiest trees Nature has created, no member is 
forgotten. All meet here, and deliberate silently, 
in age-long wisdom, as the breeze sweeps by. What 
do they say to each other, these sober trees, 
moaning softly to the echo of the surf ? To me 
they murmur in audible voices, very varied and 
melodious — a grave and sapient langua^'^t.ol 'Si^^sscjcc 
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Jmj>ort. Oh, mysterious trees, would that you 
could teach me what you say ! 

.', . . .', Jtr J» wu 

'r 'f 'f 'f- 'r^ ■^- 

An open gate leads into a golden wood of 
oranges, with a walk in the centre a good mile 
long. Moss grows upon the ground, and the 
gurgle of flowmg streams and gentle waterfsdls 
fall upon the ear. 

How beautiful is Nature when one can com- 
mune with it alone! How sweet the voices of 
solitude ! The note of birds — the mimnur of 
brooks — the breaking of surf upon a rock — ^the 
echo of the wind as it fans the mountain-top — 
the chirrup of insects — the whirr of the bee — the 
hasty rush of a lizard on the stones '-, 

I saw no living being in this fair wilderness, 
eloquent without words — a realm where the human 
voice would have been a discord. 

Long I loitered, lost in thought. The images 
of absent ones floated to me through the air. The 
forms of those I love seemed to glide along the 
broad terraces, beckoning to me with white 
hands . 

With the murmurs of the night-wind came 
other* voices . 

At last I tore myself from this enchanted spot. 

It was dark before I reached the hotel. 

>|; :;: :!: >!« >i< ^ 

If I am asked to define the climate of Sicily, 
I answer — *' Damp,'' 

That is its characteristic. I felt it distinctly 
the third day I arrived, turning the corner of that 
mosl (^(luisite cornice railroad, by the rocky cape 
piled up by Polyphemus, between Aci Reale and 

P^Htania. A damp chill, indescribable. I felt it — 
d caught such a cold then and there as I never 
d iiad in my life. 
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The damp at Catania is excessive. Except 
where the streets lie to the sun, the flags never 
dry. It is an all-pervading influence, from which 
there is no escape. A detestable climate ! 

Syracuse is mild, and damp also, but in a less 
degree. The present town being on an island, it 
is almost like living on board a ship. The sea- 
breezes dissipate the moisture. There is no winter 
climate, however, so warm as Syracuse — more 
southern in its characteristics than Messina, 
Catania, or Palermo. A soft, pearly air, an in- 
stant power of sun, and a vegetation purely 
tropical (the delicate sweet-pea grows here wild 
in the loveliest luxuriance). But to live at Syra- 
cuse is impossible. 

Palermo, on the contrary, is a city where every 
luxury can be obtained. Damp also, and rainy 
when it snows elsewhere. A Sicilian Torquay* in 
fact, only often wanting the sun ; but when Mr. 
Sol does condescend to appear, he shoots down 
with such a vengeance as makes up for lost time. 

(We have had rain now for two months. It was 
very cold when I came, except to the full south. 
Snow lies on the mountains, but the air is mild, 
with a day now and then so exquisite, it is a 
delight to breathe.) 

If you want blazing sun in winter, go to Nice 
or Mentone — sun, with an icy wind and agreeable 
visits of the mistral. If you seek an agreeable, 
equable climate, and short winter, take Rome. 
If you want moist, mild, dull weather, hardly ever 
cold, fix yourself at the Hotel de France at 
Palermo. You think it is chilly; it has been 
raining for days. You go out, and find an air 
like milk, no wind, and a general wooUiness 
that affects you in the same agreeable manner 
it would a mushroom. You turn to the Marina. 
There is no wind; the broad blue sea boils atxd 
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Pilerra'^ ii urirut in its cabs. Tbere are lau- 
cslu^ <l1-C broughfcHi tboui ibe streeas appanenil}- 
by fMndti^di, so iits^i Zuid -preili-appQinied ibai for 
dlyt I ihiC^ug^Li ibtd privaie carriages — ispecially 
itb «LC?i carries a coroQei- 

I cannot say as m-ch for the horaes — a ^>ecies 
of cobb}' pony — their faLStest pace a laboured 
<jAJA^s They slip and sHp so habitually, one 
jifrowb accustomed to it. If you fear a hcxse 
fallixig, you would never go out. He falls, and he 
g<^h up again, and goes on. VdJa Umi! No one 
Si<A'i<Jt^ it. Specially noi the driver. 

7 hib individiial is cunning. If 3'ou ask him his 
fan:, he answers you, " Anything the Excellenza 
|y]':abes to give/' If you tell him that is nonsense, 
li*; rej>eals it. Nothing ruffles him. As to inso- 
J<:i)ce, it is not in him. He will calmly sur\-ey you 
going from fiacre io fiacre to make a selection with- 
out a v/oid. He does not quarrel, nor abuse his 
(irdlow wlio is selected. He simply retires from 
th<t contcBt with a smile, takes off his hat, and 
UHiiUiYH^ ** A dotnanif 'cellenza" 

J Ijave taken a man by the hour, and purposely 

<lorked liinj of his due fare. ** Three francs," 

J h;iy. ** '('ellcnza, no; four francs for two and 

ii Ijalf hoiifK." **Not at all; two hours — three 

ijMCH." ** 'Ceilenza, two hours and a half— four 

^bcH." All this in the gentlest voice, and with 

^Ult of I. If he finds you obstinate, he mildly 
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appeals to a bystander, spreading out his hands. 
If you stand out and will not pay, he takes what 
you give and blesses you. Everybody in Sicily 
blesses you ! 

The drivers, the blessings, the family hnen hung 
out to dry, and the Mafia, are the spectaliiSs of the 
place. 




CHAPTER XXI. 

From Faro lo Messina — Troina — The two Brothers— Palermo 
must Fall^Roger's Camp — Weary Years of Siege^ 
" " Foe — Christians within the waJls — Robert's 

s Oaslavight — Palermo Eotered— Truce — 

HAVE described elsewhere how 
Rt^er de Hauteville entered Sicily 
m a small boat, at break of day, 
dragging his war-horse after him, as 
Hercules did his bulls — from Reggio 
to Faro. 

Many long and weary years have passed since 
then— and many more long and weary ones are to 
come, until the thirty years are accomplished 
which are destined to make up the term of the 
conquest of Sicily. 

From Faro and Messina, Roger advanced upon 
Rametta and Centorbi to the desolate mountain 
stronghold of Troina, in the centre of the island 
near Bront6, an almost inaccessible place, which 
he fortified. 

Here he was besieged by the Saracens for four 
months, with such obstinacy that he and his young 
wife — who had come from Normandy to \Qi^ Vcotn. 



138 DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY* 

— were reduced to such unseemly straits as to 
possess "but one cloak between them," which they 
wore turn about. At length, her health failing, 
Roger grew desperate, and by his single hand — 
says the chronicle — during a sortie, lay the corpses 
of the infidels around him as thick as leaves strewn 
by a tempest. 

Anyway, he prevailed. 

And now he has advanced upon Palermo, he 
and his brother, Robert Guiscard, Duke of Apulia. 
The Saracen capital must fall, and the brothers 
are there to do it. Had not the saints come down 
to help them at Cerami ? A celestial knight in 
dazzling armour, resplendent on a milk-white 
steed, bearing a lance tipped with gold? And 
shall the infidels possess the beautiful city mirror- 
ing itself calmly on the tideless sea ? The moun- 
tain walls that gird it round cast long shadows 
athwart a Moslem vega? Moslem triremes ride 
in safety into the double harbours ? The Moslem 
flag float from the summit of the Kassar, and the 
great mosque occupy the place where once stood 
a Christian temple ? 

No ! This can no longer be ! It is wrtten in 
the stars that these accursed Mussulmen must die ; 
and they are there to do it 1 

A set of mongrel Arabs after all, these Moors, 
hailing from Kaiewan, fifty miles south of Tunis — 
a mixed horde of Berbers, Spanish Moors, Per- 
sians, even Egyptians — ^who landed at what we 
now call Marsala (Libyboeum), and overran the 
island — giving their Arab names to towns and 
moiuUains ; infecting the popular dialect with Arab 
words; bequeathing their bronze complexions to 
{\\v ptM^plo. their solid ashlar masonry to the walls, 
\\m\ hoist*-shoe arches to mosque and gallery, 
♦u\il {\\\^ wwuxms of their gardens and palaces — ^to 

till fi^'Uti I 
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At first their rule was broken and uneasy, until 
the Walis of Kaiewan and his rude tribes gave 
place to a more enlightened government under the 
Egyptian Fatimidae, a refined and wealthy race 
who established their Court at Palermo in 910. 

Vainly did the Greek emperors, the titular 
suzerains of southern Italy, endeavour to re- 
conquer the fair province of Sicily, by sending 
General Maniace, as is related in another place. 
Maniace failed. His troops were but effeminate 
Greeks, over whom the warlike Saracens gained 
facile victories; but it was General Maniace, as 
has been told, who brought in the Normans as 
his auxiliaries, therefore in his name remembered. 
And now Maniace and his Byzantine Greeks have 
gone, and the Norman knights in their turn are 
spread over the island. 

Roger, to be hereafter known as "the great 
Count," whom I love to think Ariosto, figured in 
Ruggiero — human, tender, wise — has encamped 
his division of the army outside Palermo, near 
what is now the Admiral's bridge, on that long, 
narrow, orange - planted stretch of land running 
from under the base of those cruel lined moun- 
tains, Mont' Grifone and Gibel Rosso, to the sea. 

In his rear the glowing plain of Bagheria sup- 
plies him with provisions. Before him lies the 
river Oreto and the line of forts of the Khalessah, 
bordering the sea- canal, reaching up inland as far 
as what now is the church site of San Giovanni 
Eremiti. 

In the midst, beside his tent, grows a magnifi- 
cent grove of palm trees, the remains of which, 
not so long ago, some barbarian cut down. One 
may quite well mark out the area occupied by 
his handful of Normans, from the old bridge, 
erected a hundred years later, and the little 
church of San Giovanni dei Leprosi^ h\xv\l -^^-^^ 
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thankofFering for victory within the year ; the 
same ground by which Garibaldi, with the 
historic ^'Thousand,' marched from Marsala into 
Palermo. 

To this day that plain comes to me with the 
aspect as of a natural battle-field; and those 
hemmed-in mountains to have grown savage, 
looking on the faces of the slain. 

Duke Robert plants his flag to the westward, 
behind the tongue of land which comprises the 
Kassar, or city proper, extending up to the 
present Palazzo Reale — not as we see it now, 
a huge misshapen pile, but a graceful Eastern 
structure of broad lime -blocks, panelled with 
stonework embroidery, rich Arabic porticoes, and 
parapets surrounded by walls and towers, on 
which shone out cornices engraven with Kufic 
words, and sentences from the Koran. 

Robert's forces lay masked among the groves 
and orange grounds, which still lie thick on that 
side of the city. 

Not a word reaches us as to the feats of arms 
of handsome, cheerful Roger, his blue eyes look- 
ing out of his flaxen curls, pressed down by the 
circular helmet, nor of graver, soberer Robert, 
with the thin Northern face, as the long years 
rolled by and the hot springs melted into tropical 
summer. 

In the Saracens the Norman brothers meet 
with a foe as gallant as themselves, and far more 
civilised. None of those facile conquists this — 
over cowardly, ill-led Greeks, in central Italy, or 
degenerate Lombards in the south — but a compact^ 
intelligent foe, light of hand and swift of foot, 
who laughs at the flights of arrows, scaling lad- 
ders, Greek-fire catapults, and siege-stages of the 
lumbering northern warfare. 

Jior could it even be told how the siege would 
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go. It had lasted for eight years, and as yet the 
Normans had gained nothing. 

How gallant Roger must have chafed! How 
darkly Robert frowned, looking over the port on 
which rode fleets of Moslem galleys, and on the 
impregnable fortifications round ! 

Eight years ! Intolerable ! Why, William the 
Bastard had overturned all England in a single 
day at Hastings; and Robert would have levelled 
the walls of Byzantium in less time, had he had 
the chance ; while here they are eating their 
hearts out in this dry, scorching scirocco ! 

Prodigies of valour ! people said. Yes ; but of 
what use, when those bronze- visaged Africans 
were grinning at them with their white teeth from 
turret and walls? While the Crescent floats to 
the breeze over the towers of the fair Al Kassar, 
the redoubts of the infidel rear themselves proudly 
on the edge of the sea, and the little swift saettas 
flash to and fro from Tunis with provisions for 
the town. 

Fall Palermo must : it is written in the stars. 
The Saracen must bend to the Christian. His 
hour is come. 

Such phrases pass from lip to lip in the Nor- 
man camp, as year after year goes by. All are 
agreed, but how? Roger, imperious and ardent 
as he is, has effected nothing. The blockade is 
complete to the land, but the harbour is open. 

A very different man Robert to Roger. 

Robert's life has taught him hard lessons. To 
look at them, one sees how different they are ! 
Roger, sunny-faced, fair skinned, frank and genial. 
Robert, dark, deedy, taciturn ; insatiable in ambi- 
tion, unscrupulous in action, full of stratagems 
(Guiscard), caring little for Sicily with its mixed 
races, and longing to be back in Apulia on the 
mainland for far- stretching concyaests. 
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Within the walls of Palenno are tfaonsands of 
Gnx'ian Christians, the wise MosJem rule having 
iuocjtjxjtSLttd them with thems^ves. With these 
he will do his work. 

How he did it no clue remains; but he did do it. 



In the moonless nights, under the avenues of 
lHt\)\yttr trees and magnolias beside what is now 
the Monreale road through Porta Nuova, — there 
where the Due d*Aumale has now his villa, they 
met' the (Christians from within, the Normans 
from without — in colloquy with Robert. 

C)nce having speech of them, the cunning chief 
works on them by threats, cajolings and promises. 

It was just the work Robert was fit for. While 
Roger was fighting and fuming by turns, and 
wasting his troops by useless assaults, Robert had 
planned it. 

Alrttady he knew where was the weakest side of 
the Kassar walls— an ill-guarded out-tower near 
the I'apircito. 

'^Strike there!'' said the Christians. "There, 
hctside the morass there are umbrageous gardens, 
and trees grown tall in the shade. Strike there! 
Your soldi(»rs can lie concealed among the tall 
plants. Strike! Let Count Roger feign a 
desperate onslaught from the plain, and draw 
off the garrison. You, Duke Robert, watch — 
plant scaling ladders on the walls securely. Then 
K('(» — ," And silently and noiselessly the 
('hristians crept back into the city as they came. 






>;< )|< >;c »!c s!c 

There was a furious onslaught from Roger 
the other side. Flights of arrows darken the 
I blows of steel battle-axes deal death, the 
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lances dance like sombre trellis-works. In the 
Cala — the inner harbour — the vessels pound 
upon each other, the heavy northern ships sinking 
the lighter craft. Land and sea shake as with 
an earthquake. Meanwhile, on the other side, 
under the shelter of the trees, the scaling-ladders 
are planted. Who will mount first ? One looks 
at the other. An archer crosses himself, and puts 
his foot on the ladder. Two young knights follow 
him. The ladder breaks. Finding themselves 
alone, they leap down ^ain. Other ladders break 
also under the weight . The wall is high. 

The Normans retreat, and night advances. 
Robert with wild burning words reproves and 
encourages. 

On a signal from the Duke, again they place the 
ladders on the walls, this time led by the fair- 
haired Count. Noiselessly they pass to the left, 
down the line of forts, along the Khalessah, and 
enter at a part of the city now called Piazza Delia 
Vittoria, and rush into a mosque where, tradition 
says, part of the panels of a door forced open 
by Roger is shown at the altar. 

And now they are blazing through the upper 
portion of the city. Some call on St. George, 
others thunder for St. Michael. The Saracens, 
taken in the rear, retreat; the fortress palace is 
gained, the Norman flag hoisted. A furious fight 
follows. Corpses cover the ground, houses are 
sacked, the young men slaughtered, women and 
children captured for slaves. 

I fear these valiant knights were very savage. 
They and their troops had waited too long to 
be merciful. Besides, there is the deadly anta- 
gonism of the Moor against the Christian 
aggravated to fury during the long siege. 

The troops of the beaten Saracens retire to 
a distant suburb, defended iu tha x.^'ax V^ -^v. 
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mountain, which is now called MohU Pellegrino. 
Their power is broken. 

Next day, the Moslems met with the typical 
ashes on their heads; but, as valiant warriors 
who have fought gallantly, despatch an embassy 
to Robert. "They will lay down their arms," 
they say, ** if they may remain in possession of 
their goods, adhere to their faith, and hve by 
their own laws." 

Robert, accustomed to deal with motley races 
in his southern kingdom, accepts these terms at 
once; and so quickly do the Normans make 
themselves beloved, that within one year we find 
the conquered workmen and artisans filling the 
city with churches, wrought by willing Moslem 
hands ; and at the enthronement of the first Nor- 
man king, he wears an Eastern robe, presented 
by his grateful Saracen subjects. 

Then comes the crowning scene of the great 
battle drama — ^the triumphal entry of the brothers 
into the conquered city. 

Twenty years later the Christian was to break 
into Jerusalem, captured from the infidels — a 
bestial herd of murderers and defilers. 

Not so the wise Normans. The siege once 
over, they enter Palermo, to deal mercifully with 
the Saracens. 

It is a splendid pageant. Tapestry of gold and 
silver hang from the roofs, and the long streets 
arc strewed with flowers, as Robert and Roger, 
moimtcd on war chargers — they and their horses 
encased in glittering steel — ^ride side by side, 
followed by the knightly band of chosen cavaliers, 

f friends and countrymen, 
ine flows from the Moslem fountains, and 
nits and runnels run purple ; joyous shouts 
to the echoing mountains, and every face 
s to be jocund, 
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The brothers rein up at the Cathedral — until 
lately a mosque — and from the triple arches, 
flanked by slender minarets, an aged Bishop 
advances— Nicodem us, the exile of the church of 
San Ciro— to bless them. 

A hasty altar has been set and a Te Deum in- 
toned. The kiss of peace is given, and with 
light hearts Roger and Robert partake of the 
mystic rite ; for they are just and generous in 
peace as well as war, and live in charity with 
all men. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A Chameleon Mountain — Like a Pall — Bay ot Mondello — 
Shrine of Santa Rosalia— Legends — Alfresco meal— The 
Brigadier— Nobile the Brigand — Boundless View — Head- 
less Trunk — Festival of Santa Rosalia. 

In what words can I paint the Eden- 
like beauty of the Villa Sofia, and 
the leafy glories of the Favorita, with 
billows upon billows of exotic wood- 
land, under the creamy air? What 
strokes of the pen could render justice 
to the flora, or what constjtues their chiefest charm, 
the background on which those groves of palm and 
mandarin, magnolia and Judas trees, fragile bam- 
boos and painted kiosks, stand out ? 

Monte Pellegrino! What a study! Changing 
like a chameleon with every passing cloud — now 
dark and threatening, now wreathed in fleecy mists, 
now glittering like cloth of gold in imperial blue, 
vermilion, and purple — the mighty mass rising 
in all its height and breadth before me, like the 
study of a lovely woman's face, ue^ex <v«- ^■w»a. 
roi. 11. \\ 
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for two moments . You think you have hit 

it. Lo I a new hieauty is disclosed — a graceful 
curve — a fresh rounding of features — ^the turn of 
a cherr}- lip — the exquisite pencilling of an eye- 
brow. 

Someone says Monte Pell^rino is like the Rock 
of Gibraltar. I believe it has no counterpart in 
the world ! 

One side rises up sheer out of the park of the 
Favorita, to which it lends a romantic seclusion ; 
the other is washed bj- the ocean. At one end it 
is in suburb ; at the other it breaks off into shore, 
at the lonelj' Bay of Mondello, in a tangle of lilac, 
oleander, laurustinus, mjTtle, and cistus — ^in a scene 
so exactly like an opera decoration, with its border 
of yellow sands, balanced expanse of capes, dark 
orange groves, and distant lines of mountains, one 
expects to see the tenor enter from behind a rock 
and begin his aria (Vmtrata ! 

At a rough guess, Monte Pellegrino may be 
three miles long. Not a tree or biish breaks the 
fluted magnificence of its precipitous sides. Quite 
low down, in the spring, big heads of pale sage- 
green purge sprout thicklj'^ out of deep red 
boulders, and the grotesque prickly- pear forces 
itself upwards, creeping like a green monster over 
the rocks. This is all it has to show on its granite 
bosom. 

If, in its gigantic shape, it is like anything, I 
sliould say, an enormous body covered with a pall, 
flung over it at hazard. 

A broad road leads to the summit. Every child 
in l-^alermo knows it, — a succession of zigzags 
which arch and support it, passing through a 
lateral depression of the mountain. You see these 
arches doubling themselves from every point in 
Palermo. 
A brigadier and three soldieis awaited me at 
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the base ; also a donkey and cherry- cheeked boy 
with excellent legs. 

I believe my escort was purely complimentary, 
for people go up and down every fine day alone. 
As a compliment I accept it. I like to watph the 
effect of these bright-colouired uniforms on the 
scenery; also, there is a sense of companionship 
in these soldiers, so polite and kind. They have 
always something to tell you, never bore you, and 
altogether fill the canvas agreeably. 

We pass acres of rose-coloured sea-pinks in thick- 
est masses, stretching up familiarly into the drifts ; 
fields of cactus and aloes clamber also as far as 
they can find nourishment ; and there are bands 
of yellow oxalis and white spirea almond trees, 
sheeted as with the snow of spring ; and in be- 
tween flowers of every colour — blue, red, and gold 
— peeping out of the herbage ; and wild asparagus, 
chicory, and herbs, in endless variety, wreathing 
the path. 

As I mount, followed by my parti - coloured 
friends, winding up these zigzags, I see that this 
vast mountain of Monte Pellegrino — ^some eight 
miles in circumference, guarding tne western 
shoulder of the bay, as Cape Zaffarana and old 
Solunto and Bagheria shut in the eastern side) — is 
altogether made up of splints and jagged panels ; 
not one single face or mafis of rock, but serrated 
morsels, joined on rough, uneven surfaces — a 
stone-growth, as it were, since the creation — and 
in between tufts and plants, that furnish the 
market of Palermo with simples. 

The ascent takes about an hour. Then, on the 
bare surface of a rock, the damp, dingy front of 
an ugly building appears. This is the shrine of 
Santa Rosalia, to which add an inarticulate sort of 
building, once a monastery, now a locatida.. 

Within the church is a iea\ ^Xotia ^o\X5i^ ^5>:»aB 
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ping w-ith wet and dampness ; and underneath the 
altar lies a recumbent figure of the saint, her fair 
voung head crowned with roses. She is ven^ 
beautiful, this marble RosaHe, bom. of the roysd 
blood of the Normans. The robe that covers her 
is of beaten gold, the gift of a Bourbon ; a wreath 
of the same metal mixes with the roses on her 
brow ; a cro\\-n and a staff He on her bosom ; a 
book and a skull are by her side, also of pure 
gold ; and a cherub leans over her, offering her a 
golden lily. The statue is purely modem, and one 
peeps at it through an iron grating, lit up by 
candles. 

And now as to her miracles. WTien a pestilence 
raged in Palermo, and the usual saints had proved 
pMDwerless, Rosalia appeared to a sick woman in 
the hospital, and commanded her to visit her in 
her grotto on Monte Pellegrino. She did so, and 
fell asleep in the cave, when the saint again showed 
herself, and pointed out the precise spot where her 
body lay. 

Later (the pestilence still raging), a certain 
citizen called Vincenzo, wandering in the moun- 
tain in search of game, suddenly encountered a 
lovely girl, who accosted him. ** Fear not," she 
said, in gentle accents : ** come with me, and I will 
show you where I live.'' Then leading the way, 
she conducted him to the cave where her body lay. 
** I am Rosalia," she said, touching him with her 
hand, at which he fell down, overcome with fear. 

Then recovering himself, he ventured to ask her, 
" Why, if you are such a mighty saint, did you 
leave your native city desolate under such a 
scourge?" 

" Because," she answered, ** they trouble me 
with vain disputes as to where my body lies. Let 
^^hem find me, and carry me in procession through 
^^e city, and I will stay the pla^ueJ' 
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So Vincenzo, greatly impressed, listened, especi- 
ally when Rosalia told him that within four days 
he would himself die. After which she vanished. 

As she had prophesied, he was smitten by the 
plague ; and calling his. confessor to him before he 
died, he imparted to him what Rosalia had said. 
All doubt being now laid at rest, her body was 
carried in procession, and the plague ceased. 

Of all fhis I was informed in a low voice by the 
brigadiere, who with the other soldiers had entered 
the grotto with me, standing, their heads reverently 
bared, before the tomb. 

Outside at the little locanda crouched an old 
man over a stove. Chairs were placed round him 
as a sort of centre, and the soldiers, whom I had 
begged to rest and eat and drink, consumed wine 
and bread with great satisfaction. The donkey- 
boy, invited to join, did not need twice asking. 
There was no noise, no greediness. The wine 
was served in little glasses ; the bread was care- 
fully divided ; and pipes and cigars were introduced 
and indulged in for a while. 

Then we set forth on the rough, uninteresting 
surface, to see the gigantic statue of Santa Rosalia 
on a high pedestal facing the sea. 

Being on foot, I was the object of great solicitude 
to these big child-like soldiers, and hands and arms 
were continually thrust forward to help me. 

One reproached the other sharply for leading 
me by a longer path. "Art thou mad ? " he said. 
** Hast thou no eyes for the Signora ?" 

** Once upon a time," said the loquacious briga- 
diere who had related the vision of Santa Rosalia 
— (he was a fair, pleasant-faced fellow, with 
more ease of manner, but not more good-will 
than the rest. The other guardia, being of a 
certain age, hung back a little and mopped 
his heated face. Walking apparently was e.xNSi!V2ss^ 
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fcr ism — ^ Otce Tipon ^ time^ ra '"^Sv t&Es momi- 
li:r.. -xriiiir. liey saj was once fiiO of Sajraceis, 
-sTi.^ i r*irilar coT-iT a^r brisajidsw~ (Renianber, 
;.'j: i'"- r^::-xrji»rrr m Sicilv wrthocit fnTdrng the 
riZ:i.'y.rz i'Li'-^iz jC 'iccTeTsaciotL '^tfie brigands.'') 
■'T.'.;* ■i^Tts iz..i zrocioes wiae fiill of them. Al- 
zr.-.y^^r. iirtrc-i: here, it tlie- top *"■ i we are trsLversziig 
z'r.r: 1' t::T Lalizits of a DxigtL placcaa at the sammit), 
"':>.r: ^.i-e?^ .ire like ^Lisi- A nnan loses his foot- 
;r-i;, ar.-: r.:.i life — p«>jh!. — like smoke! Altwv, 

" i '^-'Sji ' lit come EToni mv service at Ai<:aino/* 
r.': o'..'::' Me-i, - ^lire a b«>v. Alcamo was Notnle's 
c/> .;r.:ry. He had r.ot been dead a year. You have 
h e^r r d of N obile . Signora ? He was a terriNe omdcidio. 

*'' A ver-/ ha-n-dsosie man," contiiiued the £sdr- 
ia«o/^i bfi^adiere. oilermg me his hand with much 
j(rac/^ to help rr.e over a confused mass of stones. 
'' I knew his sister. She was also a fine pexxo di 
donna. Nobiie was an orphan, brought up by re- 
spectable people at Alcamo, and well educated. 
He 'did an agj^ression/ then took to the road, and 
from bad to worse — became a capo-hrigamti. He 
kept up, however, all the time a correspondence 
with the family at Alcamo. It was about there 
he did his best work — Alcamo and Partenico, and 
towards Trapani. He loved a sfwsa at Alcamo, 
and never went far off. At last Sicil}' became too 
hot for him, and he sailed to Algiers. The house 
of his friends was searched, and a letter found. 
Presto! The letter was sent to the Prefect, and 
he beat the telegraph wires, and Nobiie was taken 
and killed. He had a httle boat all ready to fly, 
but he never reached it, you see, and came back a 
corpse to his hella, Alcamo wore mourning for 
him. AltroT' 

V* ■'* ••* ••*• **.* *'-• 

There is a sense of freedom in these wild moun- 
in ranges, under the sweep of the sea-wind, no 
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inland place can convey — a simplifying of Nature 
into the primeval elements of land, sea and sky, 
tremendous in its impression. Looking out thus, 
all suggestion of detail vanishes. It is the im- 
mense, the immeasurable, we look on — that 
unknown something into which our souls must 
float, freed from the burden of the flesh, as the 
ocean before us floats into boundless ether. 

Not a weed nor scrap of ivy was visible to 
soften the hard rock-lines. The blue waves beat 
at our feet clear as crystal, then reared themselves 
up like war-horses of the deep; the tall ships 
sailed by like living things ; and the swift, tearing 
wind seemed to take to itself shape and form as 
it tore through the sea gullies. 

When we arrived at the colossal statue of Santa 
Rosalia — planted on the topmost pile of tawny 
rocks looking out seaward — we found her headless ! 
Below, in a quarry, lay the missing member, jammed 
in with stones and weeds, moss-eaten ! 

How Sicilian ! 

The miraculous saint-patroness of Sicily with 
nothing but trunk and limbs 1 

Of course, no one will mend her. There she 
will stand, headless, until the judgment-day. 

But though the Palermitans show small con- 
sideration for her well-being, they spend large 
sums in her honour, on occasion of her festival, 
which lasts for five days from the nth of July. 
A gorgeous car, seventy feet high, supposed by a 
pious fiction to contain her bones, is dragged down 
the Gorso by teams of thirty-four oxen — a delight- 
fully simple ox- cart in front to guide the teams 
^the whole escorted by squadrons of cavalry. 
Every fifty or sixty paces they stop to give the 
oxen breathing-time, and to permit the musicians 
to display their skill. 

At sunset there are fireworks along the TNlvQ.\i^ 
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range of the Marina, the vessels discharge salvos 
of artillerj-, and rockets and bombs fly over the 

It would be too long to tell of these rejoicings, 
and of the fiery palace that rises and the fountains 
of flame that flow ; great banana trees blazing, 
and a castle in a state of siege, bombarded and 
burnt, in the midst of a mimic thunderstorm. 

But no one remembers the scandal of the head- 
less trunk on the mountain side, and that a small 
fraction of the money expended in the fun would 
restore her to statuesque life, and no longer present 
to the nations sailing by the spectacle of a decapitated 
queen standing between land and sky ! 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

A Garden of Death— A Portico of Skeletons— The Oreto— 
Torre del Diavolo — Philosophy of Landscape — Back lo 
the 13th Century — Tyranny of Charles of Anjou— ^A 
Tuesday in Easter Week— Death to the French. 

HROUGH foulest streets, reeking 

with nameless horrors, towards the 
sombre gloom of a spiral cypress 
wood, rising out of a sea of pale 
lemon groves, backed by purple - 
brown mountains, half wreathed in 
mist, — the beautiful Vega of the Concha d'Oro 
stretching beyond, a long cornucopia, white with 
blossoms, under circumambient hills, — by stations 
of Bersagliere in dress and undress, down a walled 
lane overhung with yellow fruit-laden boughs, and 
the tangled branches of pink almonds and peaches, 
^^pricots wildly spreading, and aloe and cactus in 
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between, — I draw up at a gateway — the Campo 
Santo di San Orsola. 

Beside the avenues and rows of red geraniums 
grown into large shrubs, rise long lines of terraced 
mounds with tilted tops, which, I am told, contain 
four thousand three hundred corpses — victims in 
three weeks of cholera ! 

The splendour of the tasselled flowers pales 
at the thought, the sweet air sickens, rank 
grows the verdure of the grass, and death-shadows 
come laden with deadly damp. The horrible 
monotony of these turfy sepulchres is more 
harrowing than any monument. Just as they 
were, tossed into the trench by the livid-faced 
survivors ! No prayer, no death mass. Nothing 
but the ghastly multitude of the dead to make 
it imposing! At the end is a common-place 
building, spread with coarse yellow whitewash, a 
hollow square of unfinished arches within, and 
porticoes of freestone. The gurgling sound of 
water strikes on the ear, and twitter of birds echo 
from cypress groves . 

In that portico, open to the air, lie tiers of dried-up 
skeletons, piled like passengers in a ship of death. 
Some a mass of inarticulate bones, with grinning 
skulls, the rags still clinging to them, white with 
dust ; others with bare legs and bones of hands 
thrust hither and thither; an upright figure in a 
brown niche with a black 'cap over his ghastly 
face, and a' tweed jacket. Opposite, without hat 
or shirt, formless humanities too horrible to detail ; 
under an arcade, beyond a dash of sun, the ever 
bright scarlet geraniums, the gorgeous tintings 
on a mountain side, and the fretted tower of 
a Norman church. 

Below a dark turbid stream dashes, the Oreto, 
cutting through red banks ; a cattle bell tingles 
in the distant pastures, and cactus ar^d \nv^^2^ 
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blossocns people the olive groasds towards Cape 
ZaSsLT^'Jli hnc the sea- 

I have clear: forgotten the horror of the dead, as 
I gaze fr.to the savage beauty of this wild ravine, 
broker, by dark and gruesome caverns: the flat 
bridge over the Oreto spanning the troubled 
stream, ar.d the Torre del Diavolo with its four 
arched stories, darkened by blackening cli£& 
rising up sheer, in grim walls of black and white 
marble, like an enchanter's castle. 

A dozen ragged washerwomen, crouching on the 
bank below, eye me with that malevolent curiosity 
jxrculiar to Palermo. Peasants pass over the 
bridge, and women iKnth red shawls and loads on 
their heads stagger along the gruesome goige into 
the city. ^ 

It is said that spirits wail at night from this 
ghastly graveyard, and that witches and warlocks, 
on the eve of St. John, shriek in the caverns and 
grottoes, where lie, it is said, the bones of con- 
quered Africans and decapitated slaves. A more 
repulsive scene I never looked upon. 

There is a great philosophy in landscape. The 
stern repellant loneliness of the en\'irons of Palermo 
incline the soul to crime. The hard-lined moun- 
tains shut up the access of pity : mercy dwells not 
among those awful caverns on the hills, nor in the 
long straight capes stretching out far to sea — open 
Imt to the eagle and the seagull — nor in the 
solitary fastnesses of rock and cliff, against which 
lonely waves battle. 

The vast expanse of land and sea, the sailing 
ships and ever-ready steamers, point but too 
j)lainly to the means of rapid flight ; the dismal 
brush and scrub on the silent hills, to places 
of concealment. Why not rob and stab, when 
^'ature has marked the land for criminals? 

Nor have I done with the death chronicle of this 
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weird corner. The very soil about me is baptized 
with blood. Here at Santo Spirito is the site of 
the Sicilian Vespers, the very spot where the first 
Frenchman fell in that grim massacre. 

To tell the tale, one must go back to the thir- 
teenth century. The Norman race of kings had 
passed away into the house of Swabia. Frederick 
the Second was dead — hounded to a lonely grave 
by the hate of a Christian Pope. Conrad, Frede- 
rick's son, was driven from the throne of Germany 
and Sicily by the same baneful influence. His 
son again, the young Conradin, had been executed 
by the common hangman in the Market-place 
of Naples. Manfred, Frederick's natural son, had 
reigned and died in battle at the bridge of 
Benevento, his ashes thrown to the wind by Papal 
order. The native race of Sicilian sovereigns had 
died out as by the rapid action of a tragedy, 
and Sicily, destined never more to be ruled by its 
own princes, was given by the Pope as a mere fief 
to Charles of Anjou, brother of St. Louis. 

It is the month of March, answering to our 
English May. Flowers cover the earth, and the 
sunny skies tempt the citizens out to enjoy the 
breath of Spring. 

The citizens ! The French have ground them, 
as if they meant nothing but to starve then! out of 
being ! 

The taxes, the imposts, the general rapacity of 
Charles's officers exceeds belief. Even the Pope, 
Clement X., remonstrated. 

" My son," he said, in a letter addressed to 
Charles, **be thou content with thy rights. Con- 
sult with the nation in levying contributions." 

Charles listened to nothing. The old hatred of 
French to Italian existed then as now. It is 
normal. 

Those who could not fly from this tyranny were. 
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TLe :::z = ir ':r2.5 i=.zirered with, commerce 
ps.raly=cri. The n:"e.=z.est ne.i5--Lres for increasing 
vreal:?. T/ere res-m-ri ::. Charles loved mone^* for 
its o'stT. sake, ani cared ::?: how he obtained ft. 

The royal ^anie-preserves encroached even*- 
where. Arable land was seized, and the fatal 
proclan-.atioz issued : " Set apart for the chase." 

It is the old stor\- — that cost William Rufiis his 
life in the royal preser\-e of the New Forest — a 
stag was more precious than a man ! 

Charles, a proud ascetic, turned a deaf ear to 
all entreaty. He flung from him, as it were, all 
those who dared to remonstrate. They came in 
heaviness ; they departed in despair ; trampled 
under foot by horses, or flogged as a pastime to 
amuse the insolent courtiers. 

" Of the meaning of tjTanny I am ignorant," 
quoth Charles ; ** but I know that God Ahnighty is 
my guide and helper ; therefore I am confident." 

A canting hj-pocrite is hop>eless. The only hope 
for the Sicilians was from Spain. Peter, King of 
Arragon, was married to Constance, the daughter 
of Manfred. She had never forgotten her father 
and his rights : the murder of Conradin made her 
heiress of Sicily. The patriots, John of Procidd, 
Roger Loira, and Conrad Lancia, of the house of 
Trabia, were in communication with Peter, urged 
to vengeance by his wife. 

*^ %f \0 \» a^ 

)'/f -/r -,f %C V 

The end came on a Tuesday in Easter week, 
82, at the hour of vespers, at a festival in this 
ry Norman church of Santo Spirito. As the 
Q lowered, the Palermitans came out in crowds. 



DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN SICILY. 157 

Some danced on the grass outside the walls ; others 
partook of a little meal brought with them in 
baskets. For a moment they dared to be happy. 
For a moment ! But, as the day advanced, the 
French lounged out insolently among the people, 
mingling with the groups, pushing rudely into the 
dances, crowding upon the women, twitching this 
black-eyed beauty on the cheek, pressing another's 
hand, pulling the dress of a third: all this with 
words and gestures much more significant than 
•the mere act. 

While this was going on around Santo Spirito, 
then standing in the open country, a young sposa 
appeared, side by side with her husband, whose 
beauty struck all eyes, specially those of a certain 
Drouet, a French officer. Under pretence of 
examining her dress for concealed weapons, he 
seized her, and thrust his hand into her bosom. 

Fainting, she fell back into her husband's arms. 
Unarmed, and bearing her insensible body, he 
turned to the crowd and cried out in a loud 
voice, ** Death ! Death to the French ! '* 

The words passed through the ranks like the 
roll of thunder. ** Death to the French !" echoed 
from man to man. A lad, a looker-on, sprang 
upon Drouet and stabbed him with his own sword. 

"Death ! Death !"• rung in deadly shouts from 
every quarter. The corpse of Drouet was soon 
heaped with the slain, French and Sicilian. The 
crowd gathered round. Sticks, stones, and knives 
were the people's weapons ; hatred and loathing 
their impulse. 

Of the French present that day there were two 
hundred, and two hundred dead bodies strewed 
the field of Santo Spirito. 

** Death to the French!" came shrieking into 
the city with the returning crowd. Every French- 
man they met fell, stabbed to the heart Vy^ •a.^-^sJjcsSsiN.. 
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A supernatural courage all at once animated a 
population hitherto craven. 

If there was any doubt, one word decided each 
man's fate. If the crucial word **r»Vm *' was pro- 
nounced with a French accent, the point of a 
knife finished the speaker while the syllables 
lingered on his lips. Two thousand perished in 
this first outbreak, which extended all over the 
island, and virtually ended the rule of Charles. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A Perfect Day — Solunto — Military Escort — '• Tanti compli- 
menti" — A Vineyard and a Path — Transcendent View — 
The Delegate — Roman or Phoenician — Effect I produce. 

DAY of days ! Perfect ! To mark 
with a white stone ! A symphony 
without a single harsh note or dis- 
cord ! 

A sea pale as glass, unruffled by 
a current ; a sky without a cloud ; 
a glorious sun searching out winter corners ; a 
fresh breeze tempered by soft perfumes. Earth, 
mountain, plain, but as dark strips in a world 
of azure. We mount a rise, and the whole 
city seems to stand out of a snowy whiteness 
— dark, threatening Monte Pellegrino on the left. 
Where water runs, there are soft feathery ferns, 
maidenhair and osmunda ; a pinkish-grey tinge 
clothes everything, and the outgrowth of rock 
and grassy mounds thick with pines and fan- 
palms. The flowers, as we pass them in the long 
banked- up road, are blue phlox, white lobelias with 
yellow hearts, marigolds, oi^a.V\s^ ^xiamones^ and 
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delicate orchids. Low sprouting palmettos unfold 
themselves out of the ground ; prickly-pears and 
aloes everywhere; the greenest turf grouping 
itself about the stones; and the clear, still air 
translucent. 

Thus we arrive at Bagheria, nine miles from 
Palermo, a suburb of lovely villas — the good 
Physic and I : he with a benevolent smile on his 
full jovial face, but quieter than in our Syracusan 
days, and less expansive ; the good soul suffers 
already from the fatal malady which is to kill him 
ere this book appears. 

Of course the Military greets us, turned out 
for the friend of General de Sonnaz, two mounted 
patrols saluting, and four gendarmi on horseback 
in war-paint ; the Signore Delegato of Police, a 
handsome dark gentleman of dignified address, in 
mufti ; the Signore Commandante della Cavaleria, 
in uniform, with clanking spurs and cavalry boots 
— evidently a man created to ride, not to walk — 
a cheery-cheeked stalwart hero, thinking no small 
beer of himself — all gazing with wondering eyes 
at Physic, got up like an Esquimaux, with staff 
and wallet. 

Arrived at a wide vineyard avenue, which con- 
ducts to Solunto, these military and political 
gentlemen, who had ridden on, hat in hand, place 
themselves entirely at my disposition. 

** Tanti compUmenti,'' on my part in reply. **Too 
much incomodo. Desolated thus to occupy valuable 
public servants," and so on. ** Will these Signori 
allow me to proceed without further trouble to 
themselves ?" 

The Commandante turns on his cavalry heels, 
as incpmpetent to palaver ; but the Delegato rises 
to the occasion. Hat in hand, he declares himself 
**Too honoured, in that my merits demand Kis> 
poor services." 
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AH iris Tz:isz lie gcoe tfcroarfi. or edquette is 
r'-t Sstisfei. c^Z:- the Delegaio — poor, handsome 
felliw. who r-is dene his a]] — mortified- 

C:iT:i s: T J ? It is £ greai bore, but as much the 
cus*on: of the cou:2tr\-. as eating strangers among 
car-r.:bals. To save time. I plunge into compli- 
ments right and left — all this under a broiling 
sun — ^the heights of SoJunto rising before us, and 
time precious. 

At last, descending from the flowers of si 
to common sense, it appears that these gentlemen 
have never visited Solunto, and are glad of the 
occasion to do so: so we all address ourselves 
to the ascent — Delegato, Commandante, brilliant 
gendarmi, Pubhco Sicurezza, Phrac, myself, and 
a custode. 

A long, broad grass allej through orchards, a 
sheet of pink blossoms, r^unents of prickly-pears 
(green giants, all legs and arms), ^-ines and olives 
(the olive and the prickly-pear looking on quite 
human in contortion) ; then a winding path up a 
hill-side, that shoots itself sheer out from the plain 
of Bagheria, a perfectly barren hill, save for tufts 
of cactus and aloes and a carpet of wild flowers. 
(I cannot get over the flowers. Though I am 
bound for a Phcenician-Greek cit)', I should like to 
wander over the turf in search of a nosegay. I never 
knew what flowers v/ere before I came to Sicity.) 

We appear like a variegated ribbon trailing up 
the hill — Physic, representing the Esquimaux, well 
in front, a dull shade ; Commandante and military, 
in resplendent stripes, behind. Up, up, under 
such a sun ; old Solunto at the back, as it were, in 
a blaze, on the land side of Cape Zaffiarana, stretch- 
ing wide into the sea, and forming the western 
point of the bay of Palermo. 

The burst of the view came on us suddenly, 
gnd found mc speechless. 
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There lay the whole breadth of Sicily, from 
ZafFarana to the Lipari Isles; mountains of all 
shapes and sizes — Pizzo di Cane (dolomitic), San 
Calogero (ditto), and a host of others — shootmg up 
out of the gardens of Bagheria, and leading off to 
the Madornian and Nebrodi range — snow-tipped, 
the home of brigands — and so down to Cefalu, an 
isolated red rock, like St. Michael, on the sea, the 
town clustering at its base; and further on, in 
dreamy haze, outlines of islands. 

On the coast side, below us, marked by a creamy 
fringe of surf, unnumbered creeks, bays, and blue 
harbours; capes, promontories, and coves, rock- 
bound and azure ; the ill-famed town of Termini 
on a high bank, an innocent-looking place, though 
smelling so rankly of Mafia and bandits ; and other 
sea homes too numerous to name, folded up in the 
bosom of valleys so tenderly varied in line and 
tint, peak, glen, ravine, and softest gully, — one 
asks one's-self. Could God have made a fairer 
world in Eden ? A world of amarynth and crystal, 
lipping the pale skies in one long kiss ; the golden 
sun vaporous in the clear air ; the land but a narrow 
strip in a universal dreaminess, made up of azure 
heavens and turquoise sea. Glorious ! Glorious ! 

I stood entranced, turning from right to left and 
back again, uncertain which phase of the lovely 
panorama to prefer, when a human voice came to 
me. It was the Delegato. 

" Plenty of cover for brigands here, Signora, 
among these mountains," the voice said, and 
roused rne. ** You are looking into the heart 
of what was Leone's country, and before him 
Di Pasquale's and Valvo's. Behind Termini and 
Pizzo di Cane comes Montemaggiore and Lercara. 
They are dead now, these hirhanti ; but who knows 
how many will take their place? Yes, indeed,'* 
continued the Delegato, with a fresh c\%^x. •as^^ '^ 

Vol IJ. \% 
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pair of wide-open legs, raising his cap and passing 
his hand among a mass of ringlets. ** What can we 
do, poveri diavoli of the public force, when three 
malviventi on a hill -side can shoot down a 
regiment ? " 

(Here evident sensation among the gendarmi 
behind — grouped in a circle, to look out all ways — 
at the eloquent words of their leader.) 

*'* *»^ »•,* *•* •f^ *v 

-,. ^« *,» *,» «■!• *V» 

A rude awakening this from ecstatic beauty. 
l:Jut this is Sicily. Man corresponds not to 
Nature. You go into poetic rhapsodies, and find 
yourself — with a ** Stand and dehver'* — in face of 
a ransom of half your fortune ! 

1 am now on the old Greek road to the older 
Phainician city existing about six centuries before 
(Christ : Carthaginian altogether in its sympathies, 
but betrayed to the Greeks; then, later, again 
('arthaginian. Finally, when Palermo fell to 
Rome, Roman also . 

When the city was destroyed, and by whom, 
with its ample walls two miles round, or why, 
is not known. It was gone before the Normans, 
though Faziello mentions huge ruins; and now 
it is only remembered by its recent Roman 
remains of statues and cisterns and columns, 
quite modern trifles in the history of the remote 
past, dating back to the dawn of knowledge. 
Now, save broad Roman -paved roads lying on 
the mountain -side, full in a gorgeous sunshine, 
little remains but a quite modern Temple of 
Jupiter Hiis very name an anachronism). 

The effect of these paved roads, cutting a whole 

underwood of thick-growing cactus, is imposing. 

In between, the reddish limestone is honeycombed 

,jyith small chambers. 

BkWhat is Roman, and what is Greek or Phoenician, 
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is impossible to decide, in such confusion ; but one 
is distinctly conscious of an ancient city hanging 
upon a precipitous crest, cut by highways laid 
broad for the dignity of triumphal arches. 

Again the beauty of the flowers distracted me. 
Whm I could take my eyes from the outlook, — the 
little blue pimpernels smiling out of the grass and 
marigolds — a shield of gold and violets, — I found 
myself rhapsodising out loud among a flock of 
goats browsing on the rich herbage, until Physic, 
looking grave, interrupted me; and the Delegate, 
much exercised in his mind as to strangers, evi- 
dently setting me down as a maniac. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

An lUastrious Companion — Archaic Art— Phcenician Tombs 
— Metopes from Selinus — Early Greek Costume — A 
ClassicFrump — Priam and Hecuba, Perseus and Medusa, 
in Early Dress — Hercules — Diana — Jupiter, and a willing 
Conquest. 

|HE museum in the Strada Nuova, 
which I visited with our Consul, 
George Dennis, is most interesting. 
The sitting Jupiter from Solunlo, 
very rude and archaic in the sand- 
stone of the place, is a curious ex- 
ample of the Oriental tendency of early Greek 
art before its emancipation tn the classic time of 
Pericles. The left hand rests on a sceptre, the 
right is raised to grasp the thunder. (Both arms 
are restorations.) This statue, intended to crown 
a vast temple or dominate a height as a landmark, 
was evidently destined for a provincial city, with- 
out much love for, or knowledge of a^t. 
12 » 



3^x zx^xet^ -IF *:r mxLz wTHiiy zs -«i - m^ _ 



-i^ii:-- -y -.Tia.L xrr:uaed igTiss. bears iZsa rie 
^r-H- - -;irt:r,r.^tr. inct H TT-icker in. ~7TP^ Tanrp^ rnarse 
-rr,r*^ • r,- i irric^i ".^r^s — 'V-rfinnr i "Tt*g<^ — 

-.ri',»:.i'>.r^- 'xrcn-.r^TiiarXTTxS in: iifcL xhjc Trorksc 
fr'x' v.r,-- :r,r xiriciits- T i lie innnnciL eve^ ic 
: > ',»:r i v':ic.'i:e<-"^ r'.'^kjH ',z iCitn*:. bur nriTsc cnraccs 
v,'- :'-r,-:cn -K",rh this znrpcse- Trie F^ 
^rv*— ♦*> -^-:t>. r<',Tr^irT. :c i lars" atcjc:- is a nsore 
T.-- -r,^A iviz-.rt, 'iltA n f'>:c pr^ser¥arian- Why 
It ^ \^,.^jr. - r=i.=. ' Zj^tr.r^fj safd be cauLd not 

Tr.<^ "'/jr-^^'.'.^. Pri'-^^fcian combs, mppassd to be 
*ry^ rrc.* ^r.'.:<*r-t ic-ilpnre ^ the world » this, of 
<y/ . r V: , '! i -,r, ■ : : ^^ — r^cr^^sentinsr the liatteied 
^*^* ,': ^A >, rr.^r. ar.l a voman^ squat and tish- 
xi.>.y/\ iir*; of an :r.t<eiTr.ediary epoch firom the 
K*r ;v,;jr. to thf: Greek: gigantic heads, with 
R»r .v.^ir, <K^ raster of h-:nr*an immobility in death, 
:r.;^I'';:^)iv/! : the hyyiies swollen to an unnatural 
•;i//-, ;» pbir. di-.o, such as one sees in Etruscan 
Vf/ J^hr^-/-,, 'The Grecian "round" was as vet 
nnknov/n,; I^oth have naked projectmg feet; the 
7/orn?irr', he.'f^j- dress, stiff and grotesque, increasing 
\))t\ rnori<4troJis ugliness of her almost mulatto 
^•/'iffire<i, 

I h;ive 9Aif'M nothing more curious than these 
/riormfr»entft^--a new reading of an old subject in 
wlijrli on*! c;in trace the germ of much that is to 
<,ofn/-. V/Ax\y VsXiiiV art borrowed largely from 
tJK' l'ho'iiiri;ins, a fact more and more estabHshed 
hy jfiodr-rn discoveries at Mycene; and Phoenician 
nif, iiidrr as it was, united itself to a variety of 
IC<mtrrn clrinents — Egyptian, Assyrian — in a style 
\\\W and H<;v(!re to hidcousness. 

7V/0 famous metopes from the Doric temples 
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of Selinus on the western coast, though losing 
much of their dignity by being torn from their 
original position, are full of the spirit of nascent 
Greek art, struggling with chaotic ignorance. 

The group of horses, in high relief, harnessed to 
a quadriga, is noble ; the turn of the horses' heads • 
graceful and natural. The eye dwells on it with 
delight. 

No vestige of colour remains. Of the chariot 
driver only the head and one hand are left. 
On either side stands a closely-draped figure in 
stiff folds, the hair arranged in long Oriental 
curls. 

The costume of these archaic examples of a 
pre-classic period are immensely interesting. It 
is known to the readers of Thucydides that, even 
up to the time of Pericles, some old-fashioned 
Athenians aft'ected to wear their hair in closely- 
curled tresses, after the Assyrian mode, and 
long plain tunics with straight plaits, stiffened 
with gum. Now these metopes are very curious 
examples of this fact, and the general tendency of 
early Greek art to Oriental sources. 

Even the costumes of the Homeric period were 
after this fashion. 

When Hebe presented herself to Priam on the 
walls of Troy, to witness the fight between Paris 
and Menelaus, far from being arrayed in the full 
flowing draperies of classic art, as represented 
on the frieze of the Parthenon, and reproduced by 
modern art, she would have been attired in a 
short, close-fitting tunic, such as is seen here 
clinging to her form, of finest texture ; her hair 
disposed in a series of symmetrical curls, sur- 
mounted by a species of Phrygian bonnet of most 
ungraceful form. 

The veil would be there certainly, but stiffened 
out of grace in the Asiatic wa.^ \ -axA "^^ xx^^^ 
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mixture of colours, of various metals and oma- 
rn'rnts. would Fhcck the eye. 

Such like also were Priam and Hercules, with 
cjovrly-settir.jr cloaks, the upper lip shaved, and 
v.c-arinf( the full, broad, curled beard we see on 
Assyrian and Etruscan sculptures. 

Another metope — Perseus sla\-ing Medusa — is 
v.onderfully preserved. He is seizing the Fury 
roughly by the hair, while he deliberately sans 
at her throat with a carving-knife. 

It is very rude. The faces and heads quite out 
of proportion. Medusa, a mass of brutal ugliness. 
It was the subtle fancy of Leonardo da Vinci and 
the cinque centists who conceived her as a poetic 
myth, beautiful and enticing . 

Here the simple provincial sculptor exhibits 
her person as loathsome as her crimes. The 
Pegasus which she presses between her knees is 
very indistinct. The girdle of Perseus retains 
traces of vermilion ; the pupils of the ej-es, brows 
and eye-lashes are all tinted black. 

Medusa has prominent e3'es, like ox-eyed Juno ; 
and, though shown as in her death throes, a silly 
simper lingers round her mouth, filled with coarse 
tusked teeth fit for a Gorgon or a Chimera. 

(The beautiful horses of the quadriga close by 
shine out as from a poetic school — utterly opposed 
to this brutal realism.) 

Hercules carrying ofl' the Cecropian brothers, 
whom lui has caught in an attempt to rob him, and 
bears fastened to his bow by their knees and ankles, 
is in the same rude style — the bodies short and 
clumsv, with the anatomy strangely developed ; 
jusl like the representation in a very early-made 
ICtruscan vase : the face in full relief, the body 
and limbs in profile. 
^^jlfhat arc styled ** the imperfect metopes " were 
^^^^^escribed by George Dennis : the horror of 
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the upturned faces life-like ; the features fixed in 
the agony of death ; the small teeth, and drawn-up 
lips rigid with pain. 

The four remaining metopes were very superior 
to the first series. 

"Apollo seizing Daphne by the hair*' is, how- 
ever, too fierce for a love subject. The god 
would appear to intend slaughter rather than 
passion. The action is freely handled, but it is 
the freedom of a battle-field where blood is hot, 
rather than of an amorous god about to secure 
the object of his desire. 

Diana and Actaeon is very plain as to subject : 
Diana, with a form like an awkward school-girl, 
straight up and down, staring ; Actaeon, covered 
by dogs, one mounting on his arm to attack his 
head, the other gnawing his flesh below : his atti- 
tude natural, and the dogs life-like and vivid. 

Jupiter, and a female figure called Semele, are 
most striking. Wonderfully well-preserved are 
the faces and the details. Jupiter, easy and grace- 
ful ; and Semele, who has stolen up from behind, 
veiled, to meet him — a full, tall form — most sug- 
gestive. 

That a voluptuous, willing woman is imperson- 
ated appears in every line: her features classic 
and regular, her mouth formed for kisses, her 
womanly arms upraised, her face turned towards 
the amorous god. 

(The marble let into the faces of these figures 
may be archaic, but it lends immense expression.) 

The very effeminacy of love seems to soften the 
hard stone. Jupiter, in a melting mood, raises 
his arm — not as the Thunder -God, but the 
lover faint with desire — to lift the veil from the 
shrouded form he loves . 

Semele stands transfixed — a chaplet on her 
brow — timid rather than coy. Ev^^^ Vvk^c* '^^"^:^»s. 
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in sympathy to the god. " I am >x)urs," she seems 
to whisper. **Come !" 



The great myth of Nature is exquisitely ren- 
dered. Both the Diana and the Semele are in 
high rehef, but turned a little aside, so that one 
must shift one*s place to see them. 

Involuntarily I know I have repeated what 
George Dennis said. It was an art-lesson not 
easily forgotten. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

Foothtcps of Normans — ^Troubled Drive — Palace Moncada — 
Sicilian Tactics — Admiral's Bridge — George Dennis 
speaks — San Giovanni dei Leprosi — A neat Young Per- 
son — Saracen Workmen — What an Old Hag says. 

H E K E had been various projects 
formed to go out and trace the foot- 
steps of the Normans, between myself 
and our Consul, but they had fallen 
through. At last the day was filled, 
ffl and we started. 
A horse that shies is unfortunate, also the clouds 
bringing up sharp showers from over Bagheria; 
but shying horse and turbulent weather are over- 
powered by the gracious presence of the great 
archaeologist, a middle-aged Apollo, with clear-cut 
aquiline features, silky -white hair, and a tall, 
commanding figure. The Greeks would have 
worshipped him as an incarnation of beauty. We 
degenerate moderns dare only admire him. 
fc Down we drive by the symmetrical gardens of 
|pe Flora, bordering the Marina, along the Via 
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Lincoln — (Palermo declares her republican pro- 
clivities by the odd names of her streets — below 
contempt as architecture) — and turn sharp into 
the Corso dei Mille, a miserable suburb, so named 
because it was here Garibaldi marched in with 
the legendary ** Thousand," in red shirts, from 
Marsala; the Corso emerging into an equally 
broad straight road, full of painted Sicilian carts — 
bearing the usual complement of ballet-girls and 
saints. Napoleons and Garibaldis — donkeys that 
would go anywhere but straight, gigs, fiacres 
crammed with people, all hurrying out of town ; 
Monday being market-day, and two o'clock the 
hour of breaking up. 

We turn a little out of the way — (much resist- 
ance on the part of the horse, who, liking the pell- 
mell and rattle of the road, objects strongly, by 
bounds and curvets, and now and then a bolt, to 
leave it) — to look at the Palazzo Paterno, other- 
wise Moncada — a much mangled and truncated 
pile, with a plaintive cortile, somewhat in the 
same style as found at Salamanca, which marks 
the architect as Spanish. 

In and out we thread — now scraping on a cart- 
wheel, now all but landing in a ditch — until, descend- 
ing an incline, we draw up beside an orange stall 
among a little knot of men. Under ordinary cir- 
cumstances, it would have been but natural for 
them to look at us. Not a bit. The slouch-eyed 
fellows, skinning oranges and smoking, keep their 
eyes sullenly on the ground, studying us furtively 
from under their lowered eyelids — a mode of pro- 
ceeding not without its advantages. 

If you were stabbed then and there beside the 
orange stall, they could answer that, not only they 
never saw you, but that no one drew up at all ! 

At this point we unconsciously become the fore- 
ground of a picture. The back^xowcA^ V^<^ -<i^^cs>i!o^ 
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see you robbed and stabbed remorselessly without 
raising a hand. 

At this point we draw up beside a building, 
which, bv the smell, must be a tannerv; and a 
neat young person appears, canying kej's, at- 
tended by an old hag, who instantly begins to beg. 
The young person, rattling her keys, leads us into 
a court, where men are working with leather, 
and some pigs and a friendly d<^ Call in behind, 
procession-like. 

The court is a ver\- dirty court, where cabs and 
carts put up ; a cabbage garden lies beyond, and 
through that the modem front of a church appears. 
It is very stUl and lonely. I know Mr. Dennis is 
armed (everyone is). I do not like the j)eople's 
faces, but we go on. 

At the church door, the neat young person 
whose appearance is so reassuring, and who 
speaks Italian, enters into serious colloquy with 
a boy who suddenly emerges from a door. The 
neat young person, who loiters strangely, may be 
going to rob us, assisted by the elderly woman — 
the boy ready to call in the neighbours to assist. 
I see my companion watching them narrowly, but 
he does not speak. 

Within, I forget the whole party and the danger. 
It is a perfect little Basilica ; but oh ! alas ! plas- 
tered all over. There are three aisles and small 
pointed windows ; the cupola, coloured red, alto- 
gether Arabic and exquisitely proportioned ; and 
licre again that architectural trick is repeated which 
1 came to know so well, of a round dome adapted 
to a square tower by a series of diminutive arches, 
called pendatives, at each corner. 

•* How much one admires the good sense of 
lliese Normans," say I frankly, ** adopting and 
modifying the style they found at Palermo, instead 
oi introducing foreign notions of their own." 
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** Precisely," replies Dennis ; " but do not let us 
wander into general questions in this curious little 
monument. It does one's eyes good to study the 
proportions. The tiny cupola is altogether Moorish, 
also the small pointed side-lights ; the apse, a con- 
cession to a faith alien to the architecture, spite of 
its plastered walls. Palermo can show nothing 
more individual. Mark, too, the date of its erec- 
tion, 1072 — just six years after the Norman Con- 
quest, and England under a bastard Duke, whom 
well-born Roger de Hauteville would have 
looked down on." 

In a fit of archaeological enthusiasm, Dennis 
strolled out to look for ashlar work in the outer 
walls, and I found myself alone, the centre of 
observation, the big black eyes of the boy steadily 
fixed on my pocket, and the old hag dogging 
my every step, grinning. The neat young person 
had followed Dennis outside, to gaze at him with 
wondering eyes. Such a fair Saxon face seldom 
came within the reach of her vision. 

Among the cabbages we administered Back- 
seesh, and departed ; the hag following me to the 
last, opening the carriage door and blessing me, 
as she drops some words in Sicilian into the 
driver's ear. 

" I can guess what she is saying," said I to 
Dennis. ^^ ^ Bring that lady here again, alone, and 
we will rob her. To-day we could not,' " 



174 DIARY OF AN IDILE WOMAN IN SICILY. 




CHAPTER XX\1I. 

Footsteps Qt Normans conrinned — San Cero — ^Man or Angel ? 
— D. molested — Favara — Moorish and Norman Kin^ — 
Roger — Exquisite Park — D. again attacked — Cubat— A 
Barrack — William the Good eyrnned — ^Beantifnl Cuboia. 

L \V AYS in search of the Normans, 
we turn off to look at the ancient 
church of San Giro, and find it in a 
comer, — a crumpled old fagade of 
pointed arches, damp under the side 
of Monte Grifone, the mouth of the 
Grotto de Giganti overhead, the grotto so called 
from the mammoth bones found within. 

Although the place seems in utter desolation, 
in some extraordinary way a crowd of women 
suddenly gather round, at first quite respectful, 
but ultimately falling victims to the Consul's beauty. 
One gleaming-eyed girl touches his sleeve with the 
tip of her finger ; a matron of twenty follows, and 
raises her hand to feel the silky meshes of his 
hair; while one aged spouse, quite familiar, fondly 
handles the tails of his coat. 

Poor Dennis makes a bound forward, and distan- 
ces his admirers. I follow ; but the tribe of women, 
though quite friendly, hover in the distance, bend- 
ing tncir heads together and muttering. They are 
clearly trying to make out whether the stranger is 
an angel or not. *• They take you for St. Michael," 
1 said. ** Don't speak, or they will be undeceived." 
lie bhishcs to the roots of his white hair. Like 
all men (and women too, for the matter of that) 
born beautiful, he has no vanity at all. 
" You pay me a bad compliment,** says he, red 
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with blushes, ** if you think I care for the opinion 
of a bevy of savage contadine" 

** Will you find me the key of the church, mia 
vecchia ? " says he at last, taking courage to 
address one wrinkled old wretch whose filmy eyes 
are fixed lovingly on him. " We want to see the 
church." 

** The key ! the key ! Where is the key for the 
Excellenza ? " call out a dozen voices at once, 
** Run on, Stefano, and open the door." Whereat 
Stefano shows the fleetness of his naked feet and 
legs, splashing through a pool. 

The stranger is not an angel — one can see this 
in the disappointment of the women's faces — but 
he is Bello, Bello ; and again they all try to gather 
round him in a circle, assisted by a light infantry 
of ragged boys, out of whose hollow features all 
charm of youth has fled. 

There is no poetry of suffering in Sicily. These 
very women would rob you if they had a chance, 
or stab you, if that mode of treatment answered 
better. You cannot pity them — you are ashamed 
to fear them ; but you loathe them, that is all 

. The brigands are of the same stam.p, only 

they put in action what the others feel. 

Meanwhile Dennis loses patience ; he raises his 
whip against the ill-odoured crowd, pressing closer 
and closer. The flush on his cheeks — the fire in 
his eyes — his long, soft hair flying in the wind^ 
his commanding gestures — give him the aspect of 
a god. If he had risen on the wings of the wind 
and disappeared over the overshadowing moun- 
tain, instead of stepping into the rickety fiacre 
with the fidgety horse, the scene would have been 
perfect. 

High up on the heights, terracing over us, at 
the head of an aloes and cactus-covered valley, 
broken by fan-palms and olive gardeivs^ ^'s^-^xsms* 
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out the white front of the church of Santa Maria 
di Gesri, a landmark in every pros|)ect of Palermo. 

We are not far from the city all this time. 
From the church of San Giro we can hear the 
thundering of the Oreto, swollen with rains, as it 
cleaves the earth asunder under Santo Spirito 
and the dark gorge. 

Instead of descending into the glen which would 
have brought us back to Palermo, we turn off to 
the left towards La Favara, less than a mile dis- 
tant from our starting-point at San Giovanni dei 
Leprosi. 

Now, the origin of La Favara (Arab, Fawarah), 
as Dennis sets forth in his agreeable way, is both 
Arab and Norman ; hence we include it in these 
** footsteps '* we are tracing. Arabic in the sense 
that it was a Moorish villa or water-palace, in- 
habited by the African Emirs, with its canals and 
vast fresh- water lakes {muse dolce), stocked with 
fish and bearing toy vessels, in which the Emir 
and his harem took their pleasure: the castle, or 
casr, rising in the midst, on an island, glimmering 
out of dark trees : the walls set with gold and silver 
plaques : the pavements a mosaic of coloured 
marbles, through which runnels of water trickled 
and delicate fountains played; its choice park and 
shrubberies of rare tropical trees, and orchards of 
fruit trees; its Oriental vapour -baths and flues 

and hot vaulted chambers . Norman in that, 

attracted by its great beauty, Roger — second son 
of the great Count, and, as inheriting his uncle 
Guiscard's kingdom in central Italy, crowned first 
king of Sicily — so altered and Europeanised it 
tliat he acquired the reputation of having been 
its creator. Roger — who, it is said, ** did more 
sleeping than other men awake" — with much of 
the elegant tastes of his descendant, Frederic the 
Second, surrounding himself in this watery para- 
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dise with musicians, historians, astrologers, and 
mathematicians. Never was such a learned Nor- 
man \ Greek works were translated into Latin and 
Arabic ; the bones of Virgil, for purposes of divina- 
tion, disinterred; a book of geography written, 
called The Book of Roger, or the Delight of whoso loves to 
make the Circuit of the World; and maps and charts 
drawn upon gold — a mode of transmitting know- 
ledge, not without temptation. 

Now nothing remains but a pathetic desolation : 
the vast fresh-water lake broken up, and flooding 
the whole neighbourhood with rapidly- rushing 
streams, purling downwards with soft echoes 
beside the roads, among acanthus leaves and fig- 
trees, towards the sea; the choice park, parted 
into vineyards and olive-grounds ; the palm-groves 
destroyed ; the villa itself a roofless ruin, save the 
solid-built Norman church, opening from a filthy 
square, once the Court of Honour of the King. 
Here we are again surrounded by a hostile popu- 
lation, who have made for themselves hovels out 
of the crumbling walls. 

Again Dennis is surrounded and stared at, 
as a being from another world ; but as many 
slouch - headed men mix with the women, the 
admiration he excites may be mingled with 
desire of plunder. Within the choice little 
Arabic - Norman chapel we are literally hemmed 
in ; and as a minute examination of my velvet 
cloak has commenced with dirty fingers, he 
gives me a significant look, and we retreat while 
we can. 

As our too sprightly horse has by this time 
cooled down into discretion, it takes us no great 
time to reach Porta Nuova, on the Monreale 
Road, and from the gateway to a barrack Dennis 
leads the way through a large courtyard full of 
hussars, busily employed in cleanitv^tVv^vL ^c,c,<av55c^^- 
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rr-er.t^ and their horses — ranged rociuL fastened to 

''Hit permitted/' he &sked with that Olympian 
I^Jar.ce of his, *• to "•'isit La Cnba ? " addressing a 
5yerj(eant, who, -xith the air of having been asked 
that 'jue^itioti many times before, bows and returns 
a rnsjitarv salute. 

For all this, rny charming companion had not 
frt'epared me. The odour of the court is not agree- 
able, nor are the half-dressed hussars pleasant 
objects to contemplate ; but I am reconciled when 
1 UxAc up and l^ehold an orange-tinted tower in 
the form of a gigantic cube, square as a box, save 
for two projections. There are few windows, 
and those deeply embedded in the walls. The 
masonry is ashlar, cut in sunk panels ; mysterious 
Arabic inscriptions run along the turreted parapet 
in scrawling red letters ; the whole buildi^ bear- 
ing a plaintive air of touching helplessness, as of 
a captive in a strange land. 

All is, as Dennis says, so piu'ely Moorish that it 
s^;cms strange to seek here "the footsteps of the 
Normans," until he explains that these Arabic 
inscriptions, which run from stone to stone, are 
neither religious nor archaeologic, but simply 
phrases setting forth the excellences of the Nor- 
man Kinj^ William XL, surnamed "the Good," 
son of William I., third King of Sicily, and third 
in descent from the chivalric Count Roger. 

** Thou wilt see,*' says one inscription, " a 
magnificent object (this palace) belonging to the 
best of kin^s, William the Second (surnamed the 
flood j. No castle can be worthy of him, and 
his j)alaces are not sufficient. In the name of 
(/0(1, the compassionate stop and behold,** and 
s(; on. 
1^ J^ennis calls the Cuba " the Trianon of Sicily ; ** 
Bind a })alo of romance does hang about it, as the 
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Spot where Bocaccio has laid the scene of one of 
the tales of his Decamerone. 

All this is imparted to me as we stand in the 
courtyard among the hussars and the horses. A 
little group of officers having collected, oneof whom 
is contemplating me with his eye-glass ; the rest en- 
gaged in close observation of a drill of awkward re- 
cruits, who have just emerged from a side entrance. 

A flourish of trumpets, and the recruits vanish ; 
and the officer with the eye-glass advances, bows, 
and asks whether we would like to see the interior. 

" Willingly for this lady," is the Consul's reply. 
** For myself, I know every stone of it.*' 

We pass under a low doorway into an arched 
corridor, where two sportive hussars — little ex- 
pecting the presence of the smart officer with the 
eye-glass — are rolling like dogs in a bundle of 
straw. At sight of him they leap to their feet and 
disappear into the darkness. 

Up a winding stair cutting the centre of the 
tower, we reach a square inner court, with a 
pointed recess or alcove, honeycombed in the 
Moorish fashion — as in the Alhambra, — and a 
hall, also partly honeycombed — the audience 
chamber, probably, of the luxurious Emirs, and 
their imitators, the Norman kings. 

But at this point of research the odours became 
so overwhelming that I was forced to beat a retreat, 
followed by the officer and poor* Dennis, who 
looked as if he would have fainted. 

On the opposite side of the road, deep in the 
shadows of a vast orange-grove belonging to the 
Cavalier Napoli, stands another Saracenic gem, 
called the Cubola, — a miniature Cuba, consisting 
of a single dome raised on walls of panelled stone- 
work, evidently intended as a garden pavilion or 
zuca, within the extensive park and ,orcka.tds»^^*Cw^ 

13 '^^ 
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Cuba (the Arabs were very keen about fruit treesj ; 
a beautiful little building, barely thirty feet in 
height, and open at both ends; the traces of a 
fountain in the centre, and tiers of stone seats, on 
which the masters of Sicily, Moorish Cadis, and 
Christian kings, reclined to enjoy the sweet per- 
fume of the flowers, and the freshness of scented 
waters which cooled the air. 

From one side a long portico extended, with 
other domed pavilions at certain intervals, where 
the ladies of the harem listened to the music of 
lutes and cythers, nibbling sweetmeats and drink- 
ing sherbet, as they watch the mazes of the 
Oriental dances, such as remain to us in the 
Nautch-girls of India and the gitanas of Seville. 

Let no one leave Palermo without seeing the 
Cuba, and its tiny parasite the Cubola, " the most 
genuine relics of Saracenic architecture in Sicily," 
according to our learned Consul, who dwells on 
their beauties with true archaeological rapture. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Norman Footsteps continued — The Zisa — A Bygone Page — 
The Low-voiced Past — High-born Azisa — Moorish Hall 
— Change of Masters — Palatine Chapel — Mystic In- 
terior — The Royal Seat — The Ascetic Life — San Gio- 
vanni degli Eremiti — A Death Tocsin — Beset in the 
Cloisters. 

O follow out our search of "Norman 
footsteps," Mr. Dennis and I now 
drive through some close and dirty 
lanes near the plain of the Olivuzza, 
with its fringe of suburban houses, 
to another Moorish villa, called the 
Zisa (Az;isa, according to Faziello, the daughter 
of a Moorish King or Emir, whose sister, Cabu, 
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gave her name to the garden palace we had just 
left). 

** Oh, how beautiful,'* says the Arabian poet, 
" are the palms and the islands where stands the 
Summer Palace ! The liquid waters resemble 
pearls: their basin is the sea. The branches of 
the trees stretch down to see the fishes in the pool, 
and smile ; the ripe oranges are like fire that burns 
upon the boughs ; the pale lemon, as a lover who 
has passed the night in weeping for his love.*' 

Now, deprived of its park and fertilising lakes and 
canals, close on a muddy road, one solitary stone 
pine beside it, the Zisa stands, utterly dejected. 

Save for one projecting Norman turret and 
some battlements — Gothic rather than Moslem — a 
balcony and some deep-sunk windows — a mournful 
but eloquent monument of a defunct Saracenic 
race. 

Coming upon it in such commonplace surround- 
ings, it startles you as a vision of some bygone 
history — without end or beginning — harrowing, 
amazing — a royal ruin wanting its diadem — a 
treasure without the key — a joy turned to a 
sorrow — the beauty tower of some swarthy Emir 
or renowned Cataplan, seized on by alien chiefs, 
who stamp their footmarks upon it so deeply that 
William I. is actually called its founder. 

Oh, shades of the past — Phoenician, Saracen, 
and Roman ! Why are destroying races born into 
the world, with no souls for the low- voiced music 
of the past ? Have not all ruins audible voices to 
tell what they once were to those who care to 
listen ? And pray, with wailings and ineffable 
sighs, to be left as they are, and not be dragged 
forth a spectacle into the garish day of a new 
people, instead of chanting their low lamentations 
to the pitying moon as the night winds pass b^^ I 

:k >!j ik ■iVi *X- . "^ 
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The house of the high-bom Azisa stood in the 
mazes of a voluptuous garden, glorious with 
pavilions of marble and porphjTy and long mosaic 
p)orticoes, to screen the sun, — ^where singing- 
birds filled the air with their warbling, and flutes 
and mandolines rivalled their echoes with gush 
of fair-set brooks and glittering fountains, — and 
bamboo, pomegranate, and myrtle to fan the air. 
Now a mean trellis-fence alone guards the plain- 
tive edifice, the triple-pointed arches of the door- 
way open to all eyes. 

We ring a rusty iron bell for the custody, who 
sends someone in his place (as he is digging onions). 
This one opens the door into a rare old Moslem 
hall, a deeply-carved alcove on three of its sides, 
honeycombed in the Arab style, supported by 
delicate grey marble pillarets, and graceful con- 
fusion of mosaic foliage ; save at the upper end, 
or haut pas, where, from the aperture of a carved 
mouthpiece, an abundant fountain feeds lateral 
channels, running all jocund as of yore, to be lost 
in the pavement ; while above, all along the 
vaulted roof, are open-work lattices, richly tinted 
and bordered, from which the Sultanas looked 
down with their henna-painted eyes on the elegant 
revels beneath, when, on rich Persian carpets 
masking the marble floor, the delicate gold-heeled 
slippers of the Almehs tap, as they poise their 
delicate limbs, to the sound of brazen cymbals ; — 
gold and silver tapestry, waving screen-like from 
the bare columns ; and troops of slaves and eunuchs 
crouching around to watch the leisure of the 
luxurious chiefs, their jewel-bedecked robes spread 
on divans and sofas . 

Then the scene changes to the sterner presence 
of the Norman knights, the sturdy drinking bouts, 
with armed hands, of the successive Roberts and 
Rogers who came to teigtv, c\viaffi.ii^ the luscious 
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wines in the midst of rude followers and unseemly 
sports, which no jewel-adorned princess or gauze- 
veiled sultana would care to see, until they, too, 
insensibly fade before Hohenstaufen Swabians, 
Emperors, and Barbarossas, and Houses of Anjou 
and Arragon, and Viceroys, who screw and grind 
until ruin and decay begin their work. 

The Palatine Chapel, constructed by Roger, 
first King of Sicily, in the interior of the Royal 
Palace, is a very distinct ** Norman footstep.'* ** A 
perfect gem," says Dennis (who has never left me 
through this fatiguing day, and now brightens up 
as we enter, to dilate on his favourite topic). ** A 
most singular and unique specimen of that mix- 
ture of styles which can only be found in Sicily, 
where Greek, Saracen, and Norman were united, 
and the Northern, Classic, and Oriental styles 
blended in one." 

As we enter, the scanty rays of light cast dim 
shadows upon the mystic walls, dark with the 
glitter of burnished gold, the purples, blacks, reds 
and blues of mosaics, blanched and subdued to a 
sepulchral paleness. 

The indistinctness of the awful forms which rise 
around, worn and blackened by age, lends inde- 
scribable solemnity to this temple, shrouded as 
with a painted veil, with porphyry, cipollino, 
Egyptian granite, rich diaper work, optis Alexan- 
drinuntf and mosaics ; the outer light falling through 
the lancet - windows, few and far between, upon 
figures in dome and cupola, transept and narrow 
aisles, capitals with quaint carvings, densely-fretted 
roofs, coloured and open-worked with rafters, as in 
the Hall of Justice in the Alhambra ; Kufic texts, 
pendatives, stalactites, and honeycombed angles ; 
the shape, the same domed cross of the other 
Norman-Saracenic churches, only grander, loftier^ 
and more poetic in the reUg\OM'& ^oo\x\» 
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'* Ah ! " said George Dennis, in a hushed whisper 
(no one would dare to speak loud here), ** one can 
understand the subtle popularity of tne Norman 
kings, who could show themselves to the j)eople 
set in such superb surroundings, sitting upK>n the 
Soglio Reale, or royal seat " (an ample square space, 
shut in by gilt railings, you must look for near 
the altar). "These Rogers and Roberts and 
Williams we have been following all day, who, 
though coming as conquerors from a foreign soil, 
thus cunningly associated their rights with God 
in his sanctuary! " 

Over the high altar, superbly enthroned in 
shadowy state, sits a colossal figure of Christ, 
in flowing Eastern robes ; below Him the Virgin. 
Two smaller absis are on either side : in one, 
a seated marble figure, so shaded and tinted by 
the complex irradiation of painted glass and 
mosaics, it looks darkly alive in a silent, motion- 
less stillness ; in the other, groups of familiar saints, 
lining the encrusted walls. 

In the centre, rises the dome. And what a 
dome — fifty feet high ! How the chastened light 
falls through it, as from an obscurer sun, upon 
evangelists, prophets, archangels, and Hebrew 
kings, a Redeemer in the midst, with the motto, 
in Kufic letters, " The heaven is my throne, and the 
earth is my footstool ; " the spandrels and angles 
and base guarded by other solemn figures, stand- 
ing in the statuesque stillness of eternal night ! 

Sitting, as we did, apart, awed and silent in 
the darkness of this unreal world, I could bring 
myself to believe that this only was our actual 
life ; the outer one, of earth and sky, city and 
street, but the semblance of a vain show, to die 
out and end as the sun sinks under the horizon. 

To this asceticism tended, and to this end did 
these mysterious temples minister, bringing heaven 
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and its mysteries, purgatory, hell, and judgment, 
palpable and present in an atmosphere so over- 
whelming, humanity cowed before it, and hid 
itself in despair. 

As we pause before these dim effigies — Dennis 
explaining and illustrating in his own charming 
way — a dark-robed priest glides across the floor ; 
a sculptured eagle looks out from the pulpit 
stairs ; an ambone, all mosaic and porphyry, 
rises among pillars of white marble ; and a quaint, 
grim-visaged lion watches with grinning mouth . 

Do shadowy forms of saints and kings — Nor- 
man and Saracen, Swabian and Arragonese — the 
long procession which has passed by here — fill 
the void tribunes in the gloom of night ? Defunct 
monarchs and their pale consorts, with folded 
hands, treading the variegated pavement with 
noiseless steps? While mystic prelates, bent at 
shadowy shrines, and phantom choirs murmur 
noiseless praise ? 

So strange it looks, I could believe all possible ! 
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San Giovanni degli Eremiti, our next "Footstep," 
is a Norman church rising near the many-storied 
pile of the Palazzo Reale by the gate of Castr6, 
among fragments and corners of dishevelled build- 
ings and blackening house fronts, all patched with 
yellow, foul white and brown — a place where 
soldiers drill, beggars gather, and crouching 
mothers and ragged children sit, all with that 
strange Eastern aspect, as if tropical suns were 
shining on them. The church itself, down in a 
hole, so Oriental looking, with its five domes, it 
would not be out of place in Bagdad or Damascus ; 
beside it a Gothic campanile of four stories, sur- 
mounted by another tiny dome, a singular adaptation 
of Moslem forms and Christian uses^ (toww ^Nxss^ 



■M viiii "xi hstrrt icimctof roe tncsn a£ rfpgrlr wfefcii 
anrrjid zxi in jimriaEed neapie tn die >£assacre 
ct Tiift "tiiiiiian V-iscer?. Beade t&e <icGr tferee 
r*r:--ir:ftfikt^i '::al:ies -vircii as with: ffeep aGTidiem 
*rr*^. T:ie ::Laii ":£ die diurch a. Licm. cross, 
wxh rhr'ift: ih«ies : die astve diTTiiied into three 
ha^i, ■'V'^r 'iacti i 'in me. wirii peidatr^res — a neces- 
viry. ^a d'je rapccrrTrg cower is square — adapted 
CO a oircLe : die wiZs of Arab astilar work. with, 
no decorarinn. wtiar?tver: ami tibe wfaoJle I%&:ted up 
h^' tmall 'pointf^f window?. 

A very qriaint otii cEiTirch.. an*! perfect — once, as its 
na m e indicates- a monastery or hermitage- irt the time 
of Gr'^ory the Great, an<i rebrrilt by Khi^ Roger 
with SJioh Moorish workmert as he crociki then 
command* A fiowety treliised doister lies behind, 
d^i^ep down in a damp lernon groand, wh«re the 
rAont cA esjXy ^-iolets embalms the air, and rose- 
hud^ and young leaves cling nxmd decaj-ing 
column/^, A mouldy, ancient place, iintrod but 
\fy rare strangers — their visits welcome to the sad- 
h/j'A neighteurs, who crowd round the Consul with 
th<^; ?iame expression of hostile admiration his beau- 
tiful counlen2Lnce has excited aU the day. Uncon- 
%(AO\ih\y he wanders about, examining the delicate 
pillars of the cloister, the spose after him, with 
w^/ndering eyes, too sulky to ask for alms, except 
\yy lyfmSi outstretched hands, until one, a girl, 
with a heavily- swathed cloth on her head, plants 
hf:r*i4:\{ IfC.fore him, and in a low voice murmurs 
** /kilo/* jiassing the palms of her hands dowTi her 
own chf'Jzkf then holding them out to him — a manner 
of j>rocer;ding so alarming to Mr. Dennis that he 
f;jirly takes to his heels, the spose, nothing abashed, 
chasing after him, until the custode of the church 
cUjhcs the door. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

Martorana Church — Tower — Destructive Nuns — Medieval 
Mosaics — King Roger and the Admiral — Peter of Arragon 
— Cathedral — Tombs of Kings Roger, Constantine, Pagan 
Frederick, Emperor Henry II. — "Adieu, stalwart race." 

VERY grand old sailor George 
Rocius of Antioch — High Admiral 
of Sicily under the two brothers, 
Roger and Robert Guiscard — who 
built the ** Admiral's Bridge" and 
this dignified - looking church, the 
Martorana, before which George Dennis and 
I, still following ** Norman footsteps," are stand- 
ing, in a piazza of the same name in the heart of 
Palermo. How Admiral George possessed funds 
for these grand works no history tells. If a 
buccaneer of the sea, as his masters were un- 
doubtedly bandits of the land, — his conscience may 
have pricked him into such acts of pious restitution, 
as evidenced in the act of endowment, in which 
the Admiral (who was living when Count Roger 
died) endows this church with certain lands and 
ten Saracen serfs, adding, ** What great pains and 
labour have been bestowed upon it." Nor could 
Dennis enlighten me, as we stand under the curious 
colonnaded campanile — seen all over Palermo — in 
four stories, each diminishing towards the top, 
and each in different styles, originally surmounted 
by a dome. A very noble tower, though it has 
been ignorantly tampered with, as well as the 
interior of the church. 

Originally the plan was strictly Greek, with 
three domes at the east end, and a cupola in the 
centre — a perfect church, Noir£\^.T^-*ti'ax'a5:.^\^^>'^^^ 
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walls covered with precious mosaics — ^when in the 
fifteenth centur}* some misguided nuns caused a 
great portion to be pulled down, and a choir 
added, in quite another style. With the walls 
went the medieval mosaics, and instead came in 
common-place ornamentations of coloured marble, 
foliage, cherubs, statues, and frescoes, in the true 
rococco style of a tasteless century, much more to 
the nuns' liking, who looked on the destruction 
they had wrought, and found it good. 

The present church is large and handsome, and 
full of light. Though the once mosaic walls are 
horribly mangled with gilding and stucco, the 
Kufic inscriptions on the columns at least remain, 
breathing the simple child-like faith of early ages. 

" Of a truth, God is with us," says one- " In 
the name of God, the compassionate, the merciful," 
says another. " God sufficeth ; He is propitious 
to those who put their trust in Him " — sentiments 
common both to Mahometans and Christians, 
and as such acceptable to the Arabic workmen 
who wrought there, Arabic being at the time 
the current language of Palermo. 

The central dome, having escaped the ravage of 
the nuns, is grandly filled with mosaics of a very 
early date, and round the church run quaint Greek 
inscriptions by the Admiral, dedicating the building 
to the Virgin in rude verse. 

Most curious and noteworthy are the mosaic 
figures in the chapel of St. Simon and St. Jude, 
where Roger de Hauteville, son of the great Count, 
appears as the crowned King of Sicily, the Saviour 
present and leaning out of a cloud to bless him. 
Roger, reverently kneeling, is auburn-haired, and 
wears a delicately pointed beard ; nevertheless, thin 
and limp, in his famous dalmatica wrought for 
him by his Saracen subjects — a vesture only to be 
med by Norman sovereigns, in right of their 
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office as hereditary head of the Church. On his 
head rests an open crown, his features are pinched 
and diminutive, and a hooked nose and arched 
eyebrows denote his northern blood. 

The other mosaic figure represents the worthy 
Admiral himself, a venerable man with white beard 
and full handsome face, lying prostrate at the feet 
of the Virgin, who carries a scroll, containing the 
dedication of the church, which she is presenting 
to the Saviour, again visible out of clouds. 

The Admiral, like King Roger, perfectly realistic, 
is evidently a pdrtrait ; but, unhappily, the artist 
has overlooked the perspective of his legs, which 
reduces him to the dimensions of a dwarf. 

Here in this stately church was held the Par- 
liament which expelled the French after the 
Sicilian Vespers ; and here the people recognised 
Peter of Arragon (through the right of his wife 
Constance, daughter of Manfred, natural son 
of Frederick the Second) as king. 

*^!# *Af %^ ^l# «^ 

^P ^% *^ #^ *^ 

The last ** Footsteps of the Normans'* we follow 
to-day are in the royal chapel, in the cathedral 
dedicated to the local saint Rosalia by an 
English Archbishop, Walter of the Mill, in 1169. 
A disappointing building, the Cathedral, both in- 
side and out, from the unsatisfactory mingling 01 
pointed Gothic and Byzantian architecture. 

Within the shadow of a dark sanctuary lie 
these royal descendants of northern knights, 
raised by a caprice of Fortune to be kings in East 
and West ; each resting within his huge sarco- 
phagus. Roger, the stout Duke, first king of 
Sicily, son of the Count, but, unlike his gracious 
father, perpetuating much that was unworthy in 
the Norman character and features: hard of face 
and hard of hand ; stern, avaricious, feared with- 
out love, and brave without mercy* B^ Vyis. ^^^r. 



ry^ i^tAJii s? AS zzz^ wcicix d» sclly- 



r r*rii*r:«ik dbe i»ic.scjif. rrar '—nsrrocs Pagan so be- 
>,v*^ :r_ Suiil- , Xejtr. ere zicii:rT:i*rT of Frederick 
r.:r.-=^;:' -:r. n^xr. cc iis — iTXr.er, Vr"..g ot ihe two 

rr.'^r. .."er.i ici^ sc«=rjc:i. the kirk's tVamres ^rere 
r^ovgr.: fieri, ar.'i r,:d res'al aooarel tociid intact. 

Ar.v:hr:r def::.r.ct kin^ lies near, Peter the 
5v5o%r.^, ^rst of the House of Arragoo: and the 
Err.p^ir >r Her-rv the Second, cruel and hated King 
of Sioily, as husband of Constance, daughter of 
King Krj^er, who is said to have carried her love 
for her own people so far 'as to hare taken the life 
of the husband who used them ilL When her 
tomb was opened she was found wrapped in a 
fine crimson cloth with a headdress, to which 
was attached long meshes of fair hair. Another 
O/n stance, too, is here, wife of William Duke of 
Athens, son of Frederick the Second. 

Thus they lie, these northern kings, passing 
away almost childless. The two Williams, "good " 
and **bad," are buried in the Cathedral of Mon- 
rcalc. The great Count sleeps in an obscure 
grave. Robert Guiscard, who died at Cephalonia 
on his way to seize the Greek crown of Constanti- 
nople, is buried at Venosa. 

Adieu, famous and stalwart race risen from a Nor- 
man homestead to be Vikings, Sultans, hereditary 
Legates, Law-givers, and Emperors! By turns, war- 
riors and robbers, stoled and mitred priests, or Emirs 
sunk in the delights of Moorish harems. Christian 
by faith, Moslem by practice. Poor as beggars, to 
btH'.otnc i\w wealthiest of kings. Strangers in foreign 
hnuJH, yet more patriotic, constant, brave, and con- 
Hi»t(Mit than the home-born ! Not the least interest- 

, ing leal u re of Sicily is to trace the phases of their 
ronututic hvcs from the Httle tower at Faro to their 

H^^'al sopulchies under these sumptuous walls ! 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Girgenti— A Modern Town — Fortunes of Acragas — A Greek 
Temple— Legend of Beauty— Fairest View— Temples of 
Juno, Concord, Hercules, Jupiter — Light -hearted Greek 
— Facile Life— Brigands— Names of Temples — Gigantic 
Statue— Delicious Seat— Pliny's Springs— Sepolero di 
Terone— Adieu. 

IRGENTI, la magnifica — Acragas 
of the Greeks, Agrigentum of the 
Romans — is a gUstening white city 
throned on a rocky height beside the 
sea ; the highest point or apex, the 
famous Rupe Atenea, on which stood 
the Grecian citadel, called the Athenaeum, from 
its far-famed temple of Minerva. 

Unhappily, modern Girgenti covers the ancient 
■ site. There is no solemn desolation here, as at 
Syracuse ; no stones eloquent of the past ; but the 
bustle and movement of a trumpery country town. 
In such a modern atmosphere, and in the dis- 
comfitures of an indifferent inn, one has to rub 
one's eyes to remember that this is the country of 
Heron and the divine Empedocles, who, purple- 
robed and laurel -crowned, taught a spiritual faith 
in an invisible God ; also the veritable locaU of 
Phalaris and the brazen bull. 

(I have just seen the inevitable despot on a 
Sicilian cart, in brilUant yellow, inspecting, with a 
cynical smile, the cunning workmanship, in umber ; 
the bull, vermihon, and swollen ; and Perilaus him- 
self (commanded by the cruel Phalaris to experi- 
mentalise his own invention) represented, as in 
regard to his misfortunes, of a sympathetic grey.) 
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Siege after siege has passed over Girgenti like 
tropical tornadoes, the worsWwhen the Cartha- 
ginians massacred the Greeks after many months 
of resistance, Timoleon and his troops rushing 
upon the unguarded city with the fury of savages. 
After the pacification of Timoleon came the blood- 
thirsty rule of Agathocles. Then, in the first Punic 
war, the city sided with its old enemy, Carthage, 
and lost to Rome. Again besieged, it was again 
retaken by the Carthaginians, until Roman supre- 
macy finally swallowed it up. Lastly it fell under 
the rule of the Saracens, and was delivered by' 
the great Count Roger, who founded a Christian 
Bishopric and fortified the ancient walls. 

But all history is forgotten in the incomparable 
view, second only to Taormina. The exquisite 
sheets of green corn and sprouting vineyards, 
answering to wave upon wave of purple wood- 
lands ; here and there a fig or a carob, mark- 
ing out fields of abundant grass dotted with 
flowers, reaching down towards the Greek walls, 
a golden cincture close upon the sea, streaked 
turquoise and cobalt, toning down to softest azure 
to meet the sky; the grim barriers of inlapping 
heights shutting all in ; the ruin of an ancient 
port upon a peak, and stern ruddy water- courses, 
riven deep into precipitate banks, struggling down- 
wards ; while well in front, upon a smiling knoll 
platformed by Nature, the gracefully columned 
portico of a Grecian temple peeps out so naturally 
from the green, the eye, at first, accepts it as but an 
ordinary detail. Looking out, on my arrival, from 
the grimy window of the hotel, I shall never forget 
my rapture when I came to realise what it really was 1 
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From the time when the sage Empedocles 
walked, tuning his lyre, in purple robes, with 
Jaurel crown, and feet shod with golden sandals, 
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amid the temple-circlet that crowns the walls — 
Girgenti has been a legend of beauty. 

Here one can study the taste of the pleasure- 
loving Greek for an artistic life, joined to an 
instinct in selecting the happiest positions. What 
can be more perfect than a city mounting a sun- 
beaten height to the red crown 01 the Rupa d'Atene; 
the laughing greenness of the undulating plain 
stretching downwards to a broken seaboard ? The 
old Greek walls, of a tawny orange, running 
along a natural sea-ledge, on which rests a line 
of classic temples on varying heights — ^Juno the 
highest — crowning a distinct rise, strewed with 
blocks and slabs, masses and fragments, to the 
yellow shore ! The temple of Concord, almost 
entire, placed on a level platform near the 
Piscina and the river Acragas, and following on, 
as in a stately procession, the several temples of 
Hercules, Jupiter, Castor, Pollux, and Vulcan, all 
arbitrary names, for no certain records exist ! 

What a goodly scene for these gay attic con- 
querors to feast their eyes on, as fair almost as 
Athens or the hills of Chalcedon ! The range 
of golden -hued temples fronting seawards, as 
sanctuaries to guard the city, in the lustre of soft 
tintings, the pillars veiled by scattered groves of 
laurel, olive, and myrtle — fit shelter for hairy-coated 
Satyr, lascivious faun, or leaf-loving Hamadryad ; 
wood, field, plain, and temple carpeted by Flora. 

Looking at this city-plaisance, broken by archi- 
tectural monuments, one can picture the light- 
hearted Greek lying idle on a bank, his face to the 
sun, waiting for some facile Lesbia or Chlo6, as 
he breathes the artistic nature round. His very 
sepulchre commands this laughing ridge. In life 
and death, earth, sea, and amber-tinted walls are 
jocund round him. The air is crystallized and full 
of light ; the easy worship of his human-Ke^xX&^^^j^is* 

Vok II. 14 
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permits full swing for luxury and vice : the dark- 
haired priests who throng the altar -steps invite 
him ; the twining Heterae that amble at the festi- 
vals : the curling, pink-cheeked youths that serve 
the shrines, and sleep in the cella beside the 
sculptured cariatides that bear the roof: the 
river-gods, who hunt the nymphs through the tall 
cane-brakes : the vine- wreathed Bacchantes, turn- 
ing in furious measures of the Lydian dance, — all 
speak to his sensuous nature 1 

The rich land gives fruit and fowl and fish, 
readily prepared in little huts of reeds under the 
palms, where piping shepherds lead their fleecy 
flocks through trellised Pergole; and rustic pan- 
pipes wake pastoral echoes in the groves. 

If clouds veil the sun, or iEolus open his wind- 
bags, there are the lofty Dorian porticoes for shelter. 

If night surprise him, revelling without the walls, 
a bed of rushes shelters him under the temple 
walls. Circus and amphitheatre are close at hand, 

and the great Piscina . There are public baths 

and academic gardens ; porticoes, where philo- 
sophers teach wisdom, among the scent of herbs 
and the perfume of grasses, swept by the briny 
vigour of the keen sea breeze. 

Oh, happy Greek ! Oh, happy new-born world 1 
Only to figure it for an hour makes one glad ! 

1|( 9|C ^C «^'« «)« ?^ 

Like the ruins of Solunto, and the temples of 
Segesta and Poestum, these are all Doric ; the 
limestone of a pale golden amber, on which the 
sun lovingly reflects every detail : the very marks 
of the chisel to be distinguished on the stone, and 
coralline veins that catch the eye like blood. 

The first temple visible on arriving at the cliff — 
a distance of about two miles from the town — is 
that of Juno Lacinia. 

-Beware ! It is a brigaivd-hautited road. Some 
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time since an English family, ignorant of danger, 
were quietly inspecting the ruins at the very 
moment when close by, in one of the many dips of 
the green valleys, the band of that horrible wretch 
Saeva was fallen upon and captured by the Cava- 
binieri, in the grounds of a villa belonging to a 
. certain Baron, who, along with the principal Mafiosi 
of Girgenti, were pleasantly entertaining them- 
selves at a rinfresco beneath the trees. The English 
family knew nothing about it until they heard the 
shots. 

Formerly, Juno was called the "Temple of 
Modesty," or of the Virgin ; but, as I have said, 
these names are mostly arbitrary, except that of 
Jupiter Atabyrius, within the city, which Polybius 
identifies as ** not yet brought to completion, but, 
in grandeur of conception and in magnitude, not 
surpassed by any in Greece." 

The most perfect along the shore-line is that of 
Concord, standing in isolated majesty. * * Concord ' * 
is but a name ; but, call it what you like, it is an 
exquisite monument — a very jewel in the green 
setting round. 

Next comes the Temple of Hercules, an accumu- 
lation of gigantic ruins, severe and massive, after 
that of Jupiter. This was the vastest in Acragas, 
rivalling even the Parthenon. That these stupen- 
dous masses were really dedicated to Hercules is 
probable ; for Cicero speaks of a temple to this 
god at Agrigentum, " not far from the Forum." 
Says George Dennis: "As the Forum stood close 
to the sea-gate in maritime cities, it is supposed 
that in this case the nomenclature is true. If," 
continues he, " this be indeed the Temple of Her- 
cides, it must have contained Zeuxis' picture of 
Alcmena, which he considered beyond all price, 
and voluntarily presented to the city of Acragas." 

Next are the ruins of a Teixv^lfc cii \^>Nsx^ 
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following along the cliff, but on a lower level. 
One monstrous broken statue of some Atlas or 
Telamon lies on the grass, the arms raised to the 
head, covered with small crisp curls, in the Eastern 

fashion. 

This stone monster, seven metres long, caused 
these ruins for many years to be known as the 
** Temple of the Giants ; " the fragments of eleven 
others having been identified about, wrought 
obviously to uphold the colossal vault on either 
side of the cella. Until the fifteenth century, 
three of these figures stood erect, sustaining a 
portion of the entablature ; and the medieval city 
of Girgenti adopted them for its arms. 

Under the shade of a grand old carob, its twisted 
roots dug deep among the stones, I sit upon the 
grass within what must have been the great en- 
closure of the cella, revelling in the sea-air — full of 
scents of rosemary and mignonette, jonquil and 
hedge-roses, iris and asphodel, moon-daisies and 
friendly blue - eyed gentian — contemplating the 
enormous ruins prostrate around. All of Girgenti's 
many conquerors are gone, but Greek and Beauty 
triumph over Time ! 

What a nation were these Dorians, not only to 
conceive, but to excute such wondrous works in a 
remote island where all the skill and resource of 
the capital were wanting 1 Here, in this very town 
of Acragas, to create a range of six unparalleled 
temples by the sea — this last so colossal, one has 
to pause and meditate before an idea of its magni- 
tude can be grasped by the mind I 

After, follow two smaller sanctuaries, on the 
fall of the hill — one called of Castor and Pollux, 
an elegant ruin ; the last that of Vulcan. And all 
this time I am getting the most divine peeps at 
the view rising like a green mapped panorama 
before me, the glistening town blanched in the 
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sun, backed by that strange scoop in the barrier 
of hills, evidently artificial, ascribed to Empedocles, 
to let in the fresh air upon the fever- stricken town. 

In an orange orchard, below the red-walled 
ruins of Vulcan, on the fiirther side of a stream 
cleaving steep banks, there are three or four 
springs casting up mud and scum, which may be 
the mineral springs referred to by Pliny; but I 
would not advise the curious traveller to proceed 
further to visit these Maccalube, or mud volcanoes, 
however curious, beside a desolate bridle-path 
some seven miles from Girgenti. It is a neigh- 
bourhood which has always been ill-famed. 

The so-called Sepolcro di Terone lies beyond, in 
the midst of verdant corn-fields, an unpretending 
Greek building which exhibits no similarity to 
the magnificent structure that Hannibal, in his 
siege of the city, ordered to be destroyed, when a 
sudden thunderbolt shot through the air, a spectre 
appeared, and a pestilence broke out, which Han- 
nibal, appalled, ascribing to the wrath of Heaven, 
sacrificed a boy to Saturn and the infernal Deities, 
as an atonement. 

Take it all in all, not even Syracuse is more 
interesting than Girgenti, easily reached from 
Palermo by the rail. 

And now the time has come to bid adieu to the 
lovely island, and the pleasant friends: the good 
Physic (may the earth rest light upon his grave!), 

and S , restored to health ; and excellent Sol- 

dato, with his military salute, whom I sent back 
rejoicing to Catania ; and our gracious Consul, 
who has studied Greek art until he looks like a 
modern Jupiter. The month was March, and I 
was forced to go ! 
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